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The Busy Career 
of James Tnislow Adams: 
A Personal Memoir 

By Allan Kevins 


Ancestry and Family 

In and after the year 1922, when I was writing editorials first for the 
New York Herald and then briefly for the Evening Sun, newspap>ers 
which occupied the spacious marble building erected long before by 
A. T. Stewart at Broadway and Chambers Street, a man in whom I 
took a growing interest frequently came to my office. Erect, with reg¬ 
ular features set off by a trim brown mustache and dressed in London- 
cut garments, he looked rather a businessman or broker than a writer. 
In garb, manners, and familiarity with city life, this bachelor member 
of the Yale Club seemed to fit that undefinable phrase, a man about 
town. He walked briskly. His talk reflected not only a nimble, precise 
mind, but a stubborn set of opinions, some liberal, some conservative. 
He was clearly a gentleman, p>ossessing high standards of conduct and 
a genial courtesy. His family had for three generations moved in the 
better circles of New York life; he knew a few leaders of finance, and 
he liad just come through interesting wartime experiences. Essentially, 
however, he was a scholar. 

It did not require much penetration to discern that James Truslow 
Adams was really a lonely man. He was reserved and meditative, with 
intellectual standards even more rigorous than his social and moral 
standards. It was partly to obtain commissions for book reviews and 
articles that he sought the Frank A. Munsey dailies, but partly for com- 
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panionship. When he arrived late in the afternoon, we would some¬ 
times swing into City Hall Park and down to the Battery, or uptown to 
Washington and Union Squares. Though shy and addicted to long 
silences, he could be hearty in speech when aroused, quick to chuckle 
over ironies of the day, scornful of the sqamy side of those Harding- 
Coolidge years. I would have suspected a Latin vein in his ancestry 
even had he not mentioned it. Better read than most university men, 
he obviously knew literature and history more than any other subject 
except finance. His observations upon Matthew Arnold and Emerson 
were crisp, critical, and illuminating. 

In his reticence, he seldom spoke about himself, a fact that made 
misapprehension of his piosition easy. Because he talked familiarly 
about Wall Street and clearly possessed independent income, it was 
natural to exaggerate his affluence, just as references to his banker 
grandfather William Newton Adams, and to well-placed uncles and 
cousins scattered over America and England made it natural to over¬ 
estimate his social connections. The facts were that he had only modest 
means, that piostwar inflation threatened him with financial difficulties, 
and that relatives played little part in his life. The Yale Club was 
generally barren of any but nodding acquaintances, for he was not 
really a Yale man; the village of Bridgehampton where he had his 
small Long Island cottage afforded hardly more society in winter than 
Nova Zcmlya. Writing on scholarly subjects is a lonely occupation even 
in universities and when pursued in public libraries can be frigidly 
monastic. A shy worker passing into middle age, Adams made friends 
with difficulty. 

Having been reared in an austere, gloomy home, his father a morose 
failure in Wall Street and his mother an invalid, Adams (as I learned 
later) had missed a normal boyhood and youth. One result was his 
studious, reflective temper. Another was a strong interest in people 
younger than himself. This interest doubtless accounted for his ready 
acceptance of me, a dozen years younger and not long out of college, 
as companion. Little by little he made revealing remarks about his 
past. From these, from letters, the memories of a few intimates, and a 
manuscript dictated in his last years under the title An American 
Family, it is possible to compose an account of his life. 

“In American history I believe in a completely unsectional attitude,” 
wrote Adams in mid-career.^ “We are today all Americans, and to 

' James T. Adams, “My Methods as a Historian,” Saturday Review of Litera¬ 
ture, June 30, 1934, p. 778. 
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adopt a provincial point of view or a sectional defense-mechanism is 
to invalidate the value of one's work. In this my family background 
has been useful to me. Settled in America since 1658, we have lived in 
bodi the North and South, and for four generations in foreign countries 
— South America, the Wegt Indies, and various countries of Europe — 
for considerable intervals at a time. I am thoroughly American, but my 
{atlcier was bom in South America; and though myself bom in New 
York, my memory begins in France, although I have lived over nine- 
tenths of my life at home.” 

This statement suggests the cosmopolitan background of Adam’s life. 
He sprang from a family mainly British, but he had one grandmother 
of Spanish blood; his forebears had lived chiefly in the United States, 
but for short periods in Venezuela and Cuba; he had been bom in 
Brooklyn but taken immediately to Paris, where his first memories were 
of a wealthy American aunt on the Parc Monceau; and he had grown 
up in a rather large world, where some of his elders knew money, 
leisure, and travel. His outlook, however, was neither complicated nor 
cosmopolitan. He was reared simply, with no direct knowledge of Latin 
America, and little real acquaintance with Europe. Although his grand¬ 
fathers once possessed wealth, they both lost it. Sent not to one of the 
great universities or ivy league colleges, but to Brooklyn Polytechnic 
Institute, he had been reared for a life of hard work. 

People who supposed that as he was an Adams he must be of New 
England family or connections were in error. His first English ancestor 
had arrived in Maryland as an indentured servant in 1638. In time 
the Adamses had moved across the Potomac to Virginia, and later the 
center of family life had been in or near New York City. He would 
have called himself just a plain American of Anglo-Saxon stock, with 
a tincture of Spanish blood but few foreign tastes or ideas, and of no 
particular family. Yet his ancestral history did have much interest.* 

The indentured servant, whose name was Francis Adams, had soon 
risen in the world. Only sixteen or seventeen when he arrived, at the 
beginning he got a poor living by hard labor. But land was cheap and 
could be obtained on credit. Three years after he came he was re¬ 
corded in possession of 185 acres called “Troop’s Rendezvous,” and he 
added other parcels. His son, a second Francis Adams who was bom 
the year of Bacon’s rebellion, 1676, acquired more land, married well, 
and reared a large family. In the fourth American generation an 

* His father searched many of the colonial records and supplied most of the 
data on the family line. 
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Abednego Adams (1721-1809) made the bold stroke of moving out of 
Maryland into Fairfax County, Virginia, taking a plantation between 
the branches of Little Hunting Greek. One creek branch divided his 
estate from Mount Vernon, which Abednego and his wife, Mary Peake, 
came to know well. , • 

“The Adamses and the Peakes,” wrote James Truslow Adams in his 
family record, “were close friends of the Washingtons, and I have al¬ 
ways thought that George had his eye on the plantations of these two 
members of my family. In Washington’s library, just to the right of the 
the door as you go into it from the back entrance, is a map in Wash¬ 
ington’s own handwriting of his Mount Vernon estate, and the map 
extends over Little Hunting Creek, indicating two houses in the first 
President’s handwriting as A. Adams and M. Peake. I think the old 
boy certainly coveted those neighboring lands, although he never got 
them. 1 have, however, some china still in my house which Martha 
Washington gave to my great-great-grandmother, and Washington fre¬ 
quently spoke of his neighbors in his diary.” Although not a line in this 
diary suggests any covetous inclinations, it does show that Washington 
enjoyed fox hunting and card playing with Abednego Adams.* 

After Abednego came still another Francis Adams, w'ho lived in 
Alexandria on the Potomac and had inclinations to rove. This great¬ 
grandfather of James Truslow Adams served as a private in the War 
of 1812, married an Alexandria girl named Mary R. Nev^'ton, and went 
into shipping ventures in West Indian and European waters. He un¬ 
questionably had enterprise; in 1819 he got himself appointed Amer¬ 
ican consul to Trieste, and a few years later helped establish the firm 
of Latting, Adams, & Stewart to trade in coffee and sugar with Cuba. 
While still young he settled upon a sugar estate near Matanzas. James 
Truslow Adams owned a portrait of him painted in Vienna on bur¬ 
nished copper by an unknown Austrian artist, and a number of his 
letters, one of which told of being chased by pirates on the coast be¬ 
tween Matanzas and Havana until he took refuge under Monro Castle.^ 

But how did the Spanish grandmother enter the family? The story, 
which has romantic touches, involved the son of this shipping mer¬ 
chant, consul, and coffee planter, a young man named William New¬ 
ton Adams, the most forceful and talented of all the historian’s an¬ 
cestors. When his father died at an untimely age, this lad was brought 

' See this great document as edited in four volumes by John Fitzpatrick. 

* These papers passed into the possession of Francis Adams Truslow, who died 
in 1951, and his descendants. 
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to Connecticut to be educated. The family had means. They had also 
a connection with the Howland family of Howland & Aspinwall, mer¬ 
chants who had originally lived in Norwich, Connecticut, and it was in 
Norwich that William Newton Adams got his schooling. Naturally, he 
entered the Howland & i^spinwall offices to begin his business career. 
At nineteen he was sent to Venezuela to represent the firm. Here he 
fell in love with a Spanish girl, Carmen de Michelena de Salias, whom 
he married in Caracas on September 29, 1844. 

The Michelenas of Venezuela were at least as distinguished a family 
as the Adamses of Virginia. They traced themselves back to the prov¬ 
ince of Guipuzcoa in northern Spain, a Basque area with the seaport 
San Sebastian its capital. In the eighteenth century two of the Michel¬ 
ena line migrated to Venezuela, where Jose Ignacio de Michelena mar¬ 
ried into a family from Seville. From this union sprang Carmen de 
Michelena, the bride of William Newton Adams. The couple, grand¬ 
father and grandmother of the historian, doubtless expected to remain 
long in Venezuela. Their child, William Newton Adams, Jr., was bom 
in Caracas on November 25, 1846. But in 1848 a revolution overthrew 
the government, some leading citizens were slain, and the Adams family 
was driven into exile. In fact, family records state that they were given 
just forty-eight hours to leave. They made their way to Havana happy 
to escape alive. 

The alert William Newton Adams of course remembered that his 
father Francis had lived for a time in the Matanzas area. Perhaps he 
retained his position with Howland & Aspinwall, perhaps not. At any 
rate, he chose temporary Cuban residence, settling in Santiago on the 
south coast. His talents soon made him partner in the English banking 
firm of Brooks & Company, which had offices in the West Indies and 
New York. In Santij^o one of his daughters, James Truslow Adams’s 
aimt, married into tlie wealthy Brooks family. 

“My grandfather,” writes James Truslow Adams, “very quickly took 
a part in all the life, business and social, of the island. Always fond of 
music, and an excellent businessman, he became president of the Phil¬ 
harmonic Society, and also of the Cuba Gas Company. In addition, 
he was commissioned by President Fillmore on September 24, 1850, as 
United States consul. He afterwards resigned that office when Congress 
passed a law that a consul could not occupy the position if he had a 
private income from business of over fifteen hundred dollars a year.” 
While thus active, William Newton Adams helped his wife bring up 
thirteen children; saw that all of them were decently educated; paid 
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frequent visits to the United States; and wrote occasionally for the 
American press. He remained a staunch Protestant, and a patriot of 
New England views. A pamphlet of his on American financial policy 
during the Civil War attracted some attention. 

In 1865, the war over and his native Virgmia back in the Union, 
William Newton Adams returned to the United States to become an 
officer in the banking firm of Moses Taylor. This was a logical choice. 
Taylor, the last and possibly greatest of the old school of New York 
merchants, had made his start in the West India trading firm of G. G. 
and S. Howland,'‘ had gone into business independently, and had be¬ 
come the principal dealer in raw sugar. He was made president in 1855 
of the powerful City Bank. William Newton Adams had known him 
for years and had joined other Cuban planters in entrusting surplus 
funds to his care. 

But where should the repatriated merchant live? William Newton 
Adams considered buying a house on Washington Square, then a 
center of social life, but decided instead on a development on West 
Twenty-third Street called London Terrace. The Terrace houses had 
long front gardens that he thought his lai^e family would like. Dona 
Carmen, however, had never learned much English and cared nothing 
for the social amenities of Manhattan. They therefore shortly removed 
to a two-and-a-half-story house with large grounds at 186 Brooklyn 
Avenue in a section known as Bedford Village. This place was later 
bought by the City of Brooklyn to house its Children’s Museum. 

Family reminiscences and other sources indicate that in his prime 
William Newton Adams was an indomitable businessman and banker 
of many-sided interests. He planted shade trees all along Brooklyn 
Avenue from Fulton Street to his house. He helped beautify St. Marks 
Avenue hard by, and with other prominent Brooklyn citizens, including 
the Seth Low family, laid out Eastern Parkway running from Prospect 
Park past Brooklyn Museum. While his fortune was still large, accord¬ 
ing to James Truslow Adams, he used to hire instrumentalists every 
Saturday night to play classical selections for the family and friends. 
“He spoke four or five languages with perfect ease, and would debate 
in Greek with the tutors whom he had for my father’s younger brothers. 
At one time, when a number of distinguished clergy from Rome met 
some citizens who may have been good Catholics but were not good 
Latinists, grandfather was perfectly at ease acting as interpreter, talk¬ 
ing English to the Brooklyn citizens and Latin to the Roman hierarchy.” 

* John Moody, The Masters of Capital (New York, 1919), pp. 59 fF. 
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As William Newton Adams died in 1877, more than a decade before 
J. T. Adams was bom, these reminiscences may have passed through a 
dilating haze.’ 

The Spanish grandmother, Dona Carmen, has a less important place 
in the family annals. Evidently she was too busy rearing the thirteen 
children bom between 1845 and 1863 to take part in community life. 
Then cancer overtook her soon after the removal to the United States. 
She was stoic enough to pay a last visit to Cuba, and died there in 1871. 
Her devoted husband, who had visited her assiduously while she was 
under treatment at Clifton Springs in upper New York, was almost 
prostrated by her loss. 

The last years of Grandfather Adams, alas, were dark. A tmsted 
employee absconded with $80,000 of his funds. The panic of 1873 
swept away much of the remainder of his fortune. As he aged, his 
health declined. He spent some time on a farm he owned near Cul¬ 
peper in Virginia, to get outdoor life and horseback riding. Meanwhile, 
he carried on real estate ventures in Brooklyn, and we hear of a trip to 
Havana to look after business interests. Finally, he made a sea voyage 
to California, and died on June 26, 1877, the day before his returning 
steamer reached New York. He had lived a stirring, energetic life, and 
if he had concentrated his energies within the United States might 
have left a name. 


Education and Early Reading 

It is somewhat astonishing that the Spanish grandmother and die 
Venezuelan and Cuban chapters in family history made little direct 
impression on James Tmslow Adams. He could not read or speak 
Spanish, which his father and grandfather knew well, he never visited 
Havana or Caracas, and he took little interest in Spanish-American his¬ 
tory. He knew some striking family stories — that was all. The most 
thrilling was an account of the exit of the Matanzas family from Cuba 
just after the death of Francis Adams, the adventurous former counsul 
in Trieste who had established his own coffee plantation. 

This story was told with bated breath. Francis Adams, amid grief 
and lamentation, had been buried under the palms just when his pro¬ 
tection was most needed by wife and children. Signs of discontent 
among the slaves of the island had become increasii^ly manifest. Half- 
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As William Newton Adams died in 1877, more than a decade before 
J. T. Adams was bom, these reminiscences may have passed through a 
dilating haze.* 

The Spanish grandmother. Dona Carmen, has a less important place 
in the family annak. Evidently she was too busy rearing the thirteen 
children bom between 1845 and 1863 to take part in community life. 
Then cancer overtook her soon after the removal to the United States. 
She was stoic enough to pay a last visit to Cuba, and died there in 1871. 
Her devoted husband, who had visited her assiduously while she was 
under treatment at Clifton Springs in upper New York, was almost 
prostrated by her loss. 

The last years of Grandfather Adams, alas, were dark. A trusted 
employee absconded with $80,000 of his funds. The panic of 1873 
swept away much of the remainder of his fortune. As he aged, his 
health declined. He spent some time on a farm he owned near Cul¬ 
peper in Virginia, to get outdoor life and horseback riding. Meanwhile, 
he carried on real estate ventures in Brooklyn, and we hear of a trip to 
Havana to look after business interests. Finally, he made a sea voyage 
to California, and died on June 26, 1877, the day before his returning 
steamer reached New York. He had lived a stirring, energetic life, and 
if he had concentrated his energies within the United States might 
have left a name. 

Education and Early Reading 

It is somewhat astonishing that the Spanish grandmother and the 
Venezuelan and Cuban chapters in family history made little direct 
impression on James Truslow Adams. He could not read or speak 
Spanish, which his father and grandfather knew well, he never visited 
Havana or Caracas, and he took little interest in Spanish-American his¬ 
tory. He knew some striking family stories — that was all. The most 
thrilling was an account of the exit of the Matanzas family from Cuba 
just after the death of Francis Adams, the adventurous former counsul 
in Trieste who had established his own coffee plantation. 

This story was told with bated breath. Francis Adams, amid grief 
and lamentation, had been buried imder the palms just when his pro¬ 
tection was most needed by wife and children. Signs of discontent 
among the slaves of the island had become increasingly manifest. Half- 

*But Miss Leo^ Adams, another descendant, confirms some of diem in a 
letter to me January 12, 1967, adding that in his wealthiest years William New¬ 
ton Adams sometimes took his family to other cities in a private car. 
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suppressed mutterings were caught as white folk passed the Negroes. 
One dark night the family listened in terror as heard machetes 
being sharpened, and excited heldhands whispering ^dx>ut an uprising. 
Fortunately Mrs. Adams had been kind to the blacks, and one family 
servant with a sick wife was especially grate^ukfor asustance. He gave 
the household secret warning, and, when the time came, carried the 
children in his arms to a sailing vessel to take thnn to the mainland. 
Weeks afterward, ran the melodramatic tale, the escaped family heard 
that a terrible insurrection had broken out, that many had been mas¬ 
sacred, and that this particular Negro had distinguished himself by 
brutal murders accompanied with torture. However doubtful the 
details, this story laid its imprint on the ims^nation of James Truslow 
Adams. 

The boy’s imagination was quickened, also, by ancient family papers. 
Most of them were English, but some concerned the rights or fueros 
granted by Spanish monarchs to prominent Basques; exemptions from 
taxation, and other privileges. Nor did he forget the fact that on the 
Spanish side he was entitled to what Samuel Johnson called that most 
worthless of coats, a coat of arms. Various records showed that when 
William Newton Adams began rearing his great household of children, 
his wife Carmen had regarded slaves as essential.' 

A family so large, and with such varied connections in banking and 
shipping, was certain to have interesting members. James Truslow 
Adams’s Uncle Theodore Brooks, of the British banking family in 
Cuba, was long remembered. After the Spsmish War, when J. T. A. 
was eleven or twelve, the family heard of the warm friendship of Uncle 
Theodore with Leonard Wood, who as military governor of Cuba 
sometimes stayed at the Brooks house in Santiago. A drink o{ General 
Wood’s concoction is recorded. “Take a tall whisky-and-soda glass,” 
we are told, “and pour into the bottom of it about an inch of cold tea, 
a great blender of flavors for a mixed drink. Squeeze in the juice of 
two fresh limes; and one or two teaspoons of powdered sugar; put some 
cracked ice in the glass; then fill with champs^ne, and stir well.” The 
Brooks cousins included a young man named Richard who paid occa¬ 
sional visits to New York. He had been graduated from an English 
engineering school, married a stunningly beautiful Englidi girl, and 
built canals and other public works in the Punjab. Leaving Indis^ he 

' J. T. Adams bequeathed the main body of family papers he held to Francis 
Adams Truslow, along with Truslow relics, and (after his wife’s life-use) por¬ 
traits of William Newton Adams, Sr., and Francis Peake Adams. 
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returned to Cuba, where he became head of the street railway system 
in Havana. Once when he brought his family, J. T. A. found that one 
small child spoke nothing but Hindustani. 

Another cousin named Theodore Brooks had a tragic history. He 
chose America, went thrau^h Yale, saw naval service in World War I, 
and with the rank of ensign came to California to be discharged. One 
dark night when ship lights were dimmed he fell through open hatches 
to his death. On his father’s side J. T. A. had a great-uncle named 
Charles Frederick Adams, who began his legal career in the office of 
William M. Evarts, and then distinguished himself in that of Charles 
R. Coudert He was so prominent as a single-taxer and reformer that 
some of the first citizens of ^ew York attended his funeral in 1918. 
It was his daughter, Leonie Adams, who became well known as a 
teacher in Columbia University and as a p>oet, being elected to the 
National Institute of Arts and Letters in 1951. Still another cousin, 
Josephine Truslow Adams, became professor of art in Swarthmore. 

The most picturesquely eccentric of the family was Henry Augustus 
Adams, who changed his middle name to Austin. Bom in Santiago, he 
was sent to the United States to become a clergyman. After taking 
degrees in Trinity College at Hartford and the General Theological 
Seminary in New York,* he became an assistant rector of Trinity 
Church in lower Manhattan, then pastor of a church in Buffalo, and 
finally rector of the Church of the Redeemer in New York. A brilliant 
man, he could deliver addresses that held his audience spellboimd. 
Adams remembered attending a lecture upon the career of Napoleon, 
in which, to his astonishment. Uncle Henry declaimed: **To under¬ 
stand Napoleon, you must stand as I have stood upon the summit of 
the moimtains of Corsica, and look out over the blue waters of the 
beckoning Mediterranean.” As Adams knew that his uncle had never 
set foot on Corsica, he swallowed hard, but the statement added an 
impressive touch. 

This Uncle Henry, if we may believe family recollections, had a 
commanding and luxuriant personality that carried him through rich 
adventures. Early in his career a wealthy widow endowed him with 
$100,000 to devote himself to writing religious works,* and he built a 

' The alumni records of Trinity College list Henricus Augustus Adams, S.T.B. 
Se.m. Theol. General, 18^, as a graduate of Trinity in the class ci 1887 

'His published woiks under the of name Henry Austin Adams include 
Larger Life (1893); Napoleon, a Play in Four Acts (1894); Westchester: Tale 
of Revolution (1Q99); and Orations of Henry Austin Adams, with an Introduce 
tion by His Eminence, Cardinal Gibbons (1902). He also vrrote The Man John 
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house at Great River, Long Island, as a studious retreat. Moving to¬ 
ward Roman Catholicism, he baptized one of his sons John Henry 
Newman. Then, becoming restless, he suddenly left his family and 
eloped to New Zealand with a girl of musical talent from Baltimore. 
According to the story told to Adams, the coijple presently returned to 
British Columbia, where Uncle Henry brought a suit for divorce from 
his first wife on grounds of desertion! The Adams family scnnetimes 
said that when all Gaul was divided into three parts, Henry had seized 
the largest share. Ultimately it was the discarded wife who got the 
divorce. Besides his religious writings, Uncle Henry brought out plays, 
one of which, “ ‘Ception Shoals,” ran for thirty-seven nights in New 
York early in 1917, with Alla Nazimova as star.^° 

When Adams became acquainted with the colonial historian Charles 
M. Andrews, he found that he had roomed with Uncle Henry in Trin¬ 
ity College; and Andrews told Adams that after a long life he still 
regarded Henry as the most fascinating man he had ever known. 

The Truslows, a family that Adams ascertained to be of Yorkshire 
origin, produced no such salient personalities. Their most distinguished 
scion was the artist Edwin Austin Abbey (1852-1911), best remonbered 
for his murals in the Boston Public Library depicting the l^end of the 
Holy Grail. He was the great-grandson of a John Truslow bom in 
Reading, England. When Abbey left his native Philadelphia to work 
in New York with Harper Brothers, he sometimes came to the house of 
William Newton Adams, Jr., for Sunday dinner, a shy young man who 
blushed when addressed. This was just before the birth of James 
Truslow Adams. Later he lived for some years in the Gotswold village 
of Broadway, where Adams once visited him. He died in London. 

In the Tmslow line as in the Adams line it was the historian’s grand¬ 
father who was the most successful and impressive figure; James Link- 
later Truslow became a successful manufacturer of corks and by the 
end of the century was rated a millionaire. His business was eventually 
absorbed by the Armstrong Cork Company. For years he. lived at 783 
St. Marks Avenue in Brooklyn, a house that Adams remembered viv¬ 
idly. It had a spacious central hall paved in black and white marble 

Spreckels (1924), an interesting character study, for the sugar magnate Spreck- 
els, who did much to develop San Diego into a great city, was a close friend. 
Adams, who finished the biography on Spreckels's yacht, declared that he had 
watched the magnate in moments of exultation, hilarity, and crushing sorrow. 

”See the reviews in The Theatre, XXV (January-June, 1917), and Bums 
Mantle and Garrison P. Sherwood, The Best Plays of 1909-1919 (New York, 
1933), p. 592. 
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running from front to rear, a large first-floor library, and parlors of 
Victorian dignity. J. T. A. always recalled it in association with the 
opening of Brooklyn Bridge in 1883, the cork factory being only a short 
dktance from the eastern end. The day the great suspension bridge was 
opened members of the family attended the ceremonies, and in the 
evening gazed in wonder it the brilliant illumination of piers, cables, 
and gracefully arching roadway. 

“Grandfather,” writes J. T. A., “gave a party for the family and 
some of his friends on the roof of the factory, where we could see the 
fireworks. It was the first time, at the age of four and a half, that I had 
ever stayed up till ten o’clock to eat ice-cream and cake, and watch the 
world burst into flame. The sight made a tremendous impression.” 

In all this period we obtain no clear view of J. T. A.’s father, William 
Newton Adams, Jr., and the glimpses we have are not happy. We 
know that he studied finance in Germany, reading and working in 
Bremen; that he had scholarly tastes, evinced by his life membership in 
the Virginia and Long Island Historical Societies and in the Brooklyn 
Library; and that late in life he joined the brokerage firm of Hender¬ 
son, Linley & Company at Two Wall Street. In the risky brokerage 
business lack of financial acumen kept him unsuccessful. He was hand¬ 
icapped also by the fact that his wife was a lifelong invalid. One ac¬ 
quaintance recalls the elder Adams as a sour, disappointed man, who 
never forgave fate for the loss of the family fortune; ill-tempered, and 
complaining. Other associates found him pleasanter but inclined to 
excessive worry about money. It may be significant that the historian 
wrote nothing about him. 

The principal boyhood reminiscence that J. T. A. has left us deals 
with the great blizzard of 1888, which he witnessed at nearly ten. 
“That storm,” he writes, 

the only really great one which New York has had to fight, started in the 
morning in ordinary fashion. My father went to business. The storm steadily 
increased in intensity. About two o’clock the stock exchange decided to close 
and let the people go home. By that time not a wheel was turning in die 
whole city. My father had to walk the three-quarters of a mile or so from 
the comer of Wall Street and Broadway to the Brooklyn Bridge, across the 
mile-long bridge in the face of blinding snow and biting wind, and then begin 
to walk the three miles out to where we lived on St. Marks Avenue. When he 
got to within two blocks of our house he fell completely exhausted. The snow 
was over his knees at every step, and he was not a strong man. Fortunately, 
he fell in front of the house of a Mr. Carpenter, a friend of ours. . . . Mr. 
Carpenter and his two boys went out and gathered my father into the house, 
and revived him. After three or four hours he finally made the last two 
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blocks to his own house. We had no idea where he had been or what had 
happened to him, for in those days hardly anybody had telephones. 

Father got home, but the snow kept up all night and next morning, so that 
in Brooklyn and New York the drifts were up to the second>story windows. 
Fropt stoops had disappeared entirely, and in order to clear some of the snow 
away from the area-way, we had to take it froni the inside, carry it through 
the house, and dump it into the back yard, where the wind had not drifted it. 
The next morning, my grandfather sent his coachman from his house to ours 
to sec if we had enough food. From the bay window in the front of our 
house 1 watched Daniel woik his way along. To walk was impossible, for the 
snow must have been fifteen or twenty feet deep. He lay on his stomach and 
practically swam on top of the snow, and it took him a half hour to make the 
six hundred feet from grandfather’s house. 

Early in 1888 Adams’s father removed from Brooklyn Avenue to 
St. Marks Avenue, where the family were just getting settled when the 
blizzard struck. In 1901 Grandfather Truslow died. His once large 
fortune had dwindled, for he had placed much of his sa^gs in real 
estate, which for years proved practically unsaleable. At his -death his 
estate was estimated at about $600,000. He had two sons, to whom he 
bequeathed his stock in Armstrong Cork, and two daughters (one of 
them J. T. A.’s mother), to whom he left the realty. The stock declared 
handsome dividends,,and rose rapidly in value; the land brought httle, 
and this little by the terms of the will had to be invested in bonds legal 
for trust funds, which yielded only about 3¥i per cent. Thus losing for 
the second time his great expectations, Adams’s father showed greater 
moroseness than ever. If only Grandfather Truslow had given the cork 
stock to the daughters! 

In a general view, James Truslow Adams’s American ancestors were 
interesting but not significant figures. Not one of them made any name 
in the United States; not one app>ears in any biographical dictionary or 
state or city history. The only touch of distinction discernible is that in 
William Newton Adams, Sr. Yet, although J. T. A. always spoke scorn¬ 
fully of genealogical studies, he took much interest in his own family 
history. Its color and adventure appealed to his imagination and wid¬ 
ened his vision. Confined mainly to his book-lined study, he found 
refreshment in thinking of the indentured servant seizing upon Mary¬ 
land land, the Virginia planter riding to hoimds with George Washing¬ 
ton, the Alexandria shipmaster and merchant coming back from Trieste 
to buy sugarcane holdings near Matanzas, the Caracas don bestowing 
the hand of his lovely daughter Carmen upon a Yankee adventurer 
while revolution rumbled in the background, and this adventurer, 
grown older, becoming a respected figure in New York banking. 
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Of James Truslow Adams’s early education we have scanty records. 
In 1889, when he was eleven, he entered the private school of a Miss 
Parsons in an old-fashioned Brooklyn residence at Pacific Street and 
New York Avenue. After a year or two he was transferred to a boy’s 
school across the street ](e|^t by a man named Maury; a military school 
that put him into a gray uniform with silver buttons. He disliked 
Maury, the strict discipline, and the necessity of running five or six 
blocks around the drill hall with a heavy gun on his shoulder. By 
emphatic complaints he got himself removed at die end of a year. 

Meanwhile, he began to enjoy some coimtry life. His mother’s 
brother, James Truslow, rented a place in South Woodstock, Connect¬ 
icut, an old farmhouse on a lake, and during summers in die middle 
1880’8 Adams’s parents boarded nearby. He played with other children 
of the family, mostly Truslows, in a group who called themselves, after 
Louisa M. Alcott’s book, the Eight Cousins. They got acquainted here 
with the household of Hamilton Wright Mabie, whose essays and lec¬ 
tures were then in high repute. They rowed, swam, climbed on hay- 
wagons, petted the farm animals, kept rabbits of their own, and had a 
thoroughly satisfactory time. 

In the autumn of 1890 J. T. A. began attending the Polytechnic 
School on Livingston Street It was reached by horsecar on the Bergen 
Street line, the Kings County Elevated Railroad not being built until 
a few years later. He thought the ride delightful, especially when open 
cars were used in spring and summer — the horses jogging along, the 
bells around their necks ringing, at three miles an hour. 

Meanwhile, by a stroke of fortune, a genial attendant in the Brook¬ 
lyn Library gave the boy access to the stacks, where he often spent his 
Saturdays. He came upon books which not only assisted him to good 
marks at school, but delighted him by their variety. He was an avid 
consumer of Jules Verne’s Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea, 
the Journey to the Moon, and other romances; he devoured the inevi¬ 
table G. A. Henty; and in time he progressed to Walter Scott. Before 
long he discovered some secondhand bookshops. Thereupon he dropped 
the horsecar^ for he found he could save money by walking the three 
miles and use it in buying books. 

One bookstore on Court Street, managed by an old gentleman named 
Famell and his son, became a favorite. “After fifty years,” Adams 
writes, “I still recall them both well, for they seemed to take an interest 
in me. A high spot in my purchases at Famell’s was when I bought a 
copy of Brydon’s Tour of Sicily for ten cents. I called Famell’s atten- 
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tion to the fact that there were two volumes boimd in one, and I still 
remember that he said: ‘My God, I thought it was only the first vol¬ 
ume. If I had known there were both, you would not have got iti* 
I began to feel like a real book collector.” The remarkable fact was 
that the boy should want such a book. 

Adams spent four years in the lower grades of the Polytechnic School 
before emerging into the Polytechnic Institute, where he was a pupil in 
the preparatory department 1890-94. When he thus completed his high 
school studies he should have gone to one of the older Eastern colleges. 
Columbia even in pre-subway days was within easy reach. But his 
brother Herbert had recently died of scarlet fever; his mother, still a 
semi-mvalid, felt in her bereavement that she must keep him near her; 
and his father always practiced economy. The Polytechnic was now 
giving college courses, and they decided to keep him there. He would 
have done better at Columbia, Yale, or Harvard. Significantly, he men¬ 
tions no teacher by name. However, he found some unusual fellow 
students. One was Paul Dougherty, who became a distinguished marine 
painter; another was Dougherty’s younger brother, who, going on the 
stage, shortened his name to Walter Hampden; and a third was Clay¬ 
ton Hamilton, later a distinguished dramatic critic, playwright, and 
author of several books, including a life of Robert Louis Stevenson. 

Throughout four years of work in the Brooklyn Polytechnic for an 
arts degree, Adams felt concerned over his future occupation. He con¬ 
sidered becoming a lawyer, and always believed that he might have 
made a good one, for he loved legal and constitutional problems. But 
since the weekly declamations that the Institute required were tortures 
to his shy spirit, and he supposed lawyers had to do constant public 
speaking, he gave up the idea. He thought of engineering. That dream 
vanished, however, when a friendly mechanical engineer sent him a 
copy of Ganot’s Physics as a book to begin. Toward the end of his four 
years he suspected that he had some literary talent. In 1897 he became 
editor of the monthly school publication, which he converted into a 
weekly. That same year he wrote the libretto of a fairy opera, which 
with music by a neighborhood violin teacher, was performed by forty 
girls of the Packer Institute; and throwing enthusiasm into helping 
stage “The Culprit’s Quest,” as he called it, he had the satisfaction at 
nineteen of seeing it achieve a local success. 

He was clearly a brilliant young man, for he was graduated in June, 
1898, as president of his class, valedictorian, and class poet Thinking 
he might become a teacher of philosophy, he made the mistake of going 
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to Yale for the year 1898-99. A competent adviser would have sent him 
to Harvard, where William James, George Santayana, and Josiah 
Royce might have instilled a lasting interest in the subject, but Yale 
offered little inspiration. Adams perhaps never really knew, and cer¬ 
tainly never spoke of, th9 principal figure in philosophy at Yale, Geoige 
Trumbull Ladd, better remembered for his books on Indian aiid Japa¬ 
nese life than for his Theory of Reality. In disappointment, he returned 
to his fathcir's office in New York as unpaid messenger. The firm paid 
for his carfare and lunches, but by paternal edict offered not a cent 
more, until, at Christmas in 1898, the senior partner gave him an en¬ 
velope out of which, to his astonishment, he shook a $500 bill. 

Another unexpected gift followed. A Japanese student he had known 
in New Haven dropped into his office and asked if he were going back 
to Yale. Adams returned an emphatic “No!” But, expostulated the 
Japanese, if you simply write them they will give you an M.A. virtually 
as a matter of routine. This information proved correct. Adams wrote 
the authorities, went to commencement, paid a $10 fee, and became 
Master of Arts, “upon examination”— the “examination” meaning 
nothing.^^ 

About the same time he made a favorable impression on a railroad 
executive, a Scot named Ewen, in his building. This man, a former 
officer of the Southern Railroad who had left it to help reorganize the 
Central of Georgia, not only proposed that Adams enter his employ, 
but gave him more business instruction that he had gotten from his 
father. The first day, Adams later recalled, Ewen looked at a type¬ 
writer on his desk, and remarked meaningly: “You know, when I 
went on the railroad the first thing they did was to make me run a 
locomotive.” Catching the hint, Adams learned typewriting. He also 
kept account books, handled routine correspondence, and held a power- 
of-attomey enabling him to sign his employer’s name to checks on the 
First National Bank not exceeding $500,000; he worked long hours at 
an initial $3.50 a week. Presently Ewen began reorganizing a little 
railroad in western New York called the Jamestown & Chautauqua. 

“In order that I should be an officer and do some of the work, he 
had the directors make me secretary. For this I once more got $3.50 a 
week, but I was not a little prodd of being secretary of a railroad cor- 

” See the Catalogue of the Officers of Graduates of Yale University 1701- 
1924 (1924), p. 422. Not until two years later was control of the M.A. degree 
transferred to the new Graduate Faculty, and the standard raised to demand 
two years of postgraduate instruction. See George W. Pierson, Yale College and 
University 1871-1937, 1 (1952), 227. 
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poration. It was a nice little thing twenty-nine miles long, but just as 
wide as any other, and connected with five trunk lines. I being an 
executive officer, it gave me in those happy days free passes on all the 
railroads of the country, and just to see what it felt like 1 once went to 
Chicago for dinner.” • * 

For his $7 a week Adams learned so much about transportation, 
analysis of railway accounts and general investment business that he 
could well have made larger sacrifices for his tuition. He inspected the 
Jamestown & Chautauqua from time to time, using his own private 
locomotive. Eating at cheap Italian and Spanish restaurants in down¬ 
town Manhattan, he made the $7 do. Finally, aware that he had 
learned all he could, he asked Ewen to audit his books, certify that his 
accounts were correct, and accept his resignation. 

Then came the crowning touch of his education, a trip to Europe. 
He had saved a little money, and Grandfather Truslow, who approved 
him as a cleancut young businessman, gave him $500. After three 
weeks in London, where he celebrated his twenty-second birthday, he 
went to Paris to view the Exposition of 1900, later recalled as ‘*one of 
the ugliest things I have ever seen.” In a long run on the Continent 
he saw the Emperor Franz Josef face to face in a Vienna hotel, made 
friends with a Scottish publisher named Isbister and an old Irish lady 
named Mrs. D’Oyley Carte, who both took a fancy to him, and finally 
spent three weeks in a Florentine pension where he got lodging, three 
meals, and afternoon tea for ninety-five cents a day. In 1901 he was 
home again, refreshed and instructed, but still uncertain what he 
wanted to do. 

/The family situation was changing. His Uncle James Truslow had 
died in 1899, and Grandfather Truslow followed in 1901. His mother, 
to whom he was devoted, did not wish to ronain in the Brooklyn 
neighborhood where she had lived almost a lifetime with all of her 
family about her, and the four of them — father, mother, sister Amy, 
and Adams — decided to go to Summit, New Jersey, a place full of 
acquaintances. Here, after several moves, they took a house built by 
Uncle James for Hamilton Wright Mabie, in which Mabie had written 
a popular volume of essays called My Study Fire. Mabie’s study ffire 
became J. T. A.’s. In time, also, his father served two terms as unpaid 
mayor of Summit, while he himself was elected a councilman. They 
made friends, for Summit was full of interesting people. One was 
Rollo Ogden, editor of the New York Evening Post; another was Con¬ 
stance Adams (not related), who married Cecil De Mille. 
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From Summit, Adams could commute to a new business post that he 
soon found in Wall Street. A smouldering coal of literary ambition, a 
suppressed passion for writing, however, burned in his bosom, and 
neither business nor Summit was to hold him long. 

• . 

Bridgehampton, Local History, and War Service 

Adams, who had a way of avoiding disagreeable topics, never told 
me why, after hiS experience widi. a railroad and his European trip, he 
turned to the kind of brokerage business in which his father had fared 
badly. He repeatedly made it plain, however, that he thought Wall 
Street a dangerous wilderness, its atmosphere hectic, and its routines 
deadening. Supposing that it was a place where men made money, I 
once spoke vrith compassion of an elderly Staten Island friend who had 
come to grief there, his family suffering. “That doesn’t astonish me,” 
said Adams emphatically. “Men are always coming croppers in Wall 
Street. A lot of them end by ruining themselves and their families.” 
He never said that he thought his father’s life there was unhappy, for 
he seldom spoke to me of his father at all, but 1 later concluded that he 
felt it was. When he did turn toward the street it was temporarily and 
unwillingly. 

He went to Columbia for six weeks, thinking that history might prove 
more attractive than philosophy, but found sitting in a classroom with 
undergraduates intolerable. He then attempted entrance into book 
publishing, not realizing how many neophytes in letters besieged the 
offices for jobs and how low the salary levels then were. 

Armed with a letter from Hamilton W. Mabie, he called upon Frank 
Dodd, head of Dodd, Mead & Company. The firm was then one of the 
most conservative and compactly organized in the city. As one pub¬ 
lisher said, **it made money by never spading any,” and Frank Dodd 
politely told hint that it had no opening. He met a different rebuff 
when he went to Frederick A. Stokes & Company. Stokes thought he 
might be given a job, took him to dinner at the Yale Club with cham- 
paigne, and offered him a two-year contract — at $15 a week. “We 
believe in the apprentice system,” he said. “I do not,” replied Adams. 
A call on Frank N. Doubleday of Doubleday, Page completed his ex¬ 
ploration. They had a pleasant talk. As Adams explained his recent 
connection with the Jamestown & Chautauqua, “Effendi” was de¬ 
lighted. “My secret ambition has always been to run a railroad,” he 
exclaimed. Adams responded happily. “You are a publisher who has 
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always wanted to get into the railroad business,” he pointed out; “I am 
a railroad man who wants to get into publishing. Let us trade jobs!” 
But Doubleday declined. 

At this point an old friend, Allen L. Lindley, intervened with an 
attractive business offer. Holding a seat in the New York Stock Ex¬ 
change, Lindley and several associates established the firm of Hender¬ 
son, Lindley & Company, and invited Adams to take an interest, con¬ 
tributing experience and talents but no capital.*’ Adams set to work. 
Although the profits proved fairly good, he chafed under the uncer¬ 
tainties of the market. When the panic of 1907 fell upon the country, 
he suggested to his partners that as business was slack, one of them 
might travel over the country to investigate the economic situation and 
look for opportunities. The result was that, setting out with introduc¬ 
tions to manufacturers, bankers, and railroad executives, he inspected 
enterprises ranging from the Cudahy meat-packing plant in Chicago 
to a large shirt factory in Kansas City. Finally, in Idaho he found an 
opportunity he could recommend to the firm. 

The capitalist Charles R. Flint, who arranged so many mergers that 
he became known as “the father of trusts,” had run up heavy obliga¬ 
tions with the United States Rubber Company, and wished to use the 
Pacific & Idaho Northern Railroad in Idaho as part payment. Adams’s 
firm volunteered to examine it. By personal inspection J. T. A. found 
that after winding up the valley of the Snake River the railroad stopped 
at a dead end in a canyon so narrow that it did not give room for a 
turntable. Some thirty miles beyond, however, in the Meadows Valley, 
the bed of a prehistoric lake filled by soil eroded from the moimtains, 
lay about 100,000 acres of remarkably rich land. As long as this area 
remained sealed, land could be bought for $10 an acre, but a good 
rail connection would lift it to $100. Adams suggested that the com¬ 
pany buy large holdings, extend the railroad, sell its land to apple 
growers at reasonable prices, and thus establish a thriving community 
with trainloads of fruit going out and trainloads of supplies coming in.*’ 

” Adams spoke to me of four men initially in the firm, but notices in the 
Commercial and Financial Chronicle show that it consisted of Francis Hender¬ 
son, D, A. Lindley, J. A. Janney, A. W. Howe, and Allen L. Lindley. It appears 
from the brief statement about William Newton Adams, Jr., in Who’s Who in 
New York, 1909, that he also had a brief connection with it, and that its offices 
were at Two Wall Street. James Truslow Adams at first held an interest without 
being a full partner; surviving letterheads list neither him nor his father. How¬ 
ever, he was admitted to partnership December 1, 1908, the offices then being 
at 100 Broadway. 

” The Pacific and Idaho Northern reached the town of New Meadows, and 
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Ultimately Adams had the satisfaction of seeing this terminal stretch 
of the Pacific & Idaho Northern constructed, the district about Mead¬ 
ows become a rich horticultural district, and his firm turn a neat profit. 
He had enlisted Governor James H. Brady in Boise, and others help>ed. 
When he completed his^business tour with a swing from the Far West 
through the South, he found the country rapidly recovering from the 
panic. “As a result of what I had seen,” he wrote later, “I think my 
firm was the first one to turn bullish and advise people to buy stocks.” 
Taking a vacation trip up the Saguenay, he sent an account of an old 
French-Canadian newspaper vendor he met there to the New York 
Times, which paid him $20. On June 7, 1907, he wrote the poet 
Robert Underwood Johnson: “I enclose my check for $5 drawn to the 
order of the Keats-Shelley Memorial Fund. This is part of the first 
payment I ever received for literary work, and I take great pleasure in 
applying it for this purpose.”** 

During the next few years Adams was irritated and rebellious under 
the daily routine of his firm. Much as he enjoyed adventures like the 
promotion of Meadows, Idaho, he detested his eternal preoccupation 
with bonds, shares, and syndicates, the sickening risks of the daily rise 
and fall, and the necessity of mastering business trends. He felt that 
like everybody else, he thought and talked too much about money. 
Moreover, he worked in an anxious round chained to a clock. In Sum¬ 
mit he gobbled a hasty breakfast facing the dining-room clock, left the 
house at 7:45 precisely, strode a mile to the station, and caught the 
8:06 train. He was on his office telephone at 9:00; the stock exchange 
opened at 10:00; loans were called at 10:30; stock deliveries ceased at 
2:15; and the exchange closed at 3:00. A Western Union clock stood 
in each room of the firm’s offices. With the evening schedule of trains 
back to Summit fixed in memory, he watched the hands, ready at the 
last moment to spring from Wall Street to the Hoboken Ferry. It was 
much too mechanical a round for a young man of literary tastes. 

He bought books — all kinds of them, including poetry, but more 
and more history. His father grumbled over the cost. “We can’t afford 
them,” he complained, so Adams Juggled expensive titles into the 

people in Idaho for a time dreamed of a ninety-mile connection with Fenn in 
Idaho County, thus giving Idaho the north-and-south railroad it needed; but 
this connection was never built. Sister M. Alfreda Eisensohn treats the subject 
in Pioneer Days in Idaho County (Caldwell, Idaho, 1947), II, 547, 548, and has 
written me additional information. 

” Robert Underwood Johnson Papers, American Academy of Arts and Let¬ 
ters, 633 West 155th Street, New York, New York. 
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house under his coat} but the old gentleman, like the sister Amy, read 
them. 

Adams often said to himself, “I shall get out of Wall Street as soon 
as I reach thirty-five or save a hundred thousand dollars, whichever 
comes first; and then I shall try writing.” Qnfhis thirty-fifth birthday, 
in 1912, he cast up his accounts. He had his hundred thousand. ‘This 
is Kismet!” he exclaimed. “I shall defy fortune no longer!” Next day 
he told his associates he was quitting. They expostulated, but he was 
adamant. 

“I remember that day walking to the Hoboken Ferry for the last 
time,” he later recalled. “On Broadway I passed the show-window of 
the Waltham Watch Company. When I saw all the watches it sud¬ 
denly struck me that, as I had retired at a very early age, my time was 
all my own, and I ought to keep track of it. I went in and bought a 
watch — the watch I carried in my pocket for the next thirty-five 
years.”** 

He knew that, for a writer, he was getting a tardy start. He had not 
drilled himself in historical method or rules of scholarship; his Wall 
Street cell had taught him little about life; he had never played the 
assiduous af>e, like Stevenson, to some great stylist like Hazlitt. He 
could say that he had done an immense amount of careful reading in 
the better English and American authors, and that few men knew the 
novelists, essayists, and historians from Clarendon to Parkman better. 
He had written a good deal of doggerel verse, realizing that it was not 
worth sending to any magazine, but pleased when he hit out a felicitous 
word or phrase. Shy, reserved, with only one really close friend he had 
made in Brooklyn, Ed Schermerhom, spending much time with his 
mother and his sister Amy, but without other feminine companionship, 
and giving his complex emotions expression m^ly in his fondness for 
children, he knew that he had not yet found himself. But he had two 
eminent virtues: he was thoughtful and he was independent-minded, 
reaching and following his own conclusions.** 

For a time, uncertain of his course, he looked into another comer of 

”His mother's tad end in 1911 had disturbed him greatly, for he was a de¬ 
voted son, and helped persuade him that he ought to make a new start, if 
pouible, away {torn his father and sitter. She had become paralj’zed in 1910. 
After that Summit was distasteful. 

** Once in these yesurs, he told me later, he fell in love with an attractive girl, 
but she was of a very rich family, he was poor, and he seized upon this absurd 
reason for withdra%ving. Various letters indicated that in youth he had the 
romantic impulses common to adolescents and had his share of flirtation, ham¬ 
pered by shyness. 
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bii^ess. He took a part-time position as treasurer of a rock plaster 
concern, thinking he might unite this job with writing. He soon found 
it excessively time consuming, and he was troubled by its ethical prob¬ 
lems. The fieite cmnpetition in the plaster business, so that a price 
variance of a fraction of a cent might mean die difference between 
decent profit and ruin, tempted executives of major companies to reach 
agreemonts on their charges. The Sherman Anti-Trust Act had steel 
teeth. If Adams attended a meeting where price coUurion could be 
proved, he might pay a $5,000 fine or spend a year in jail. Meanwhile,- 
the film was using a lad to carry a valise with the cash payroll from 
the bank every Saturday. Although the route he followed had seen 
some dangerous holdups, it was unlawful to carry a revolver without 
a license, and to get one he had to pay a police captain $15. Adams 
had the choice of risking the life of the boy by sending him out un¬ 
armed, or bribing the police. Such dilemmas helped him make up his 
mind to quit business forever. 

For a time, he occupied himself in studying Persian. Like George 
Nathaniel Curzon and Anthony Eden, he learned to read the language 
and speak it a little, familiarized himself with Firdousi, Omar Khay¬ 
yam, and Hafiz, and explored the Bagdad and Ispahan schools of art. 
This, he remarked later, was *‘just for something to get my teeth into.” 
He never taught Persian or tried translating.'^ Meanwhile, he gave 
more attention to Summit affairs, becoming head of the finance com¬ 
mittee and street committee of the city council. He had to meet curious 
problems when a horse fell dead in the middle of a boundary street, 
so that Summit and a neighboring town quarreled obstinately oyer dis¬ 
posal of the carcass, and when a spring suddenly gushed up in front of 
the Episcopal Church, defying the engineers. 

The autumn after leaving business in 1912 Adams bought a little 
land and began building a cottage at Bridgehampton, far down the 
south coast of Long Island; a seemingly casual decision on which his 
w'hole future himg. His original plan was to erect a cabin where he, 
Ed Schermerhom, and other companions could go camping, and where 
he could write alone, a first step in his plan for striking out indepen¬ 
dently. But Amy vigorously demurred. Why not make the house large 
enough for herself and their father as well? So, on his two-acre site 
he reluctantly finished a cotts^ big enough for all, at first without a 
furnace because he meant it only for summer use. The Summit house 

” When I first knew him Icmg after this, he had a Pernan dictionary, the two 
volumes of Lord Gurzon’s Persia, and related books, and still read Persian. 
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was sold. Then, as the family failed to get a suitable substitute in that 
town, he installed a furnace in the Bridgehampton place. His plan to 
gain solitude had failed. But in this new house he at last sat down to 
write. 

“The three requirements of life which I kjfVe always made,” Adams 
later wrote, “are quiet, space, and service, three of the most unobtain¬ 
able and expensive things of our present life.” The two acres gave him 
space. He ensured quiet by buying his land opposite one of the oldest 
graveyards in New York State, long since disused. The cemetery stones 
not only fascinated him, but suggested the theme of his first printed 
book. Working hard, he produced a little volume thorough in scholar¬ 
ship and charming in style, called Memorials of Old Bridgehampton, 
This he published at his own expense in 1916, through the local news¬ 
paper office. It was not quite his first venture into, authorship, for he 
had previously issued two pamphlets on financial affairs, distributed 
free.*® He regarded it as apprentice work, however, and thought that 
at $1.50 a copy the Memorials would sell very slowly among residents 
of Bridgehampton, Southampton, and East Hampton, three towns 
lining the coast from Patchogue to Montauk. He was astonishe(l to see 
the edition rapidly sold out, and still more astonished — “my eyes 
popped” — when a year or two later he saw a copy advertised by Good- 
speed’s in Boston at $75. 

Actually Adams was unjust when he wrote later, “I think it was a 
very rotten book.” Treating Bridgehampton primarily as a whaling 
village much like its north-shore neighbor Sag Harbor, he brought out 
the picturesqueness of its economic and social past. Even he admitted 
in time that “it had a lot of interesting information.” He was fortunate 
in his subject, for in colonial days the town had sheltered not only 
whalers and various other adventurous mariners, but a considerable 
number of slaves who gradually achieved freedom. The reason the 
price shot to $75, however, was that he had printed in an appendix 
the complete inscriptions on all gravestones in five old cemeteries of the 
vicinity, beginning with the one just across the way. While the quaint¬ 
ness in the epitaphs was pleasing, they attracted ea^er students of gene¬ 
alogy. Professor Albert S. Cook of Yale, influential in English studies, 

^ Some Notes on Currency Problems, New York, 1908, 38 pp. and Specula¬ 
tion and the Reform of the New York Stock Exchange, Summit, New Jersey, 
1913, 27 pp., both privately printed. The former dealt with the complicate 
circumstances leading up to the Aldrich-Vreeland Act of 1908; the latter 
argued for a closer oversight by the New York Stock Exchange of the books 
and practises of members. 
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found so much in his copy that he hunted up AdamSj with the result 
that they became warm friends. 

The logical ensuing step was to expand this little volume to cover 
the whole coastal township of Southampton, thirty miles long and 
holding a number of visages settled in the early seventeenth century 
from Old England and New England. This offered laiger opportunities 
for a treatment of whaling, piracy, and merchant voyages European 
and Asiatic. Adams seized them with enthusiasm. His book, History 
of the Town of Southampton, East of Canoe Place, appeared in 1918 
from the Hampton Press in Bridgehampton, in handsome format. It 
met a reception worthy of its thoroughness, scholarly accuracy, and lit¬ 
erary merit. Professor Dixon Ryan Fox of Columbia, later president of 
Union College, a specialist in New York history, called it almost a 
model piece of local history. Professor Marcus W. Jemegan of the Uni¬ 
versity of Chicago gave the same verdict in the American Historical 
Review. 

This time the sale was gratifyingly large. The United States was be¬ 
ing drawn into the First World War as he finished the book, and his 
ardor made- him so eager to be free for enlistment that he had worked 
day and night. Although his last chapters were hurried, they were not 
in the least scamped. 

The book began with a careful physiographic study of the area, and 
a description of Indian life. He proceeded to a realistic account of 
town govemmmt and included spirited narratives of the Revolutionary 
period and the War of 1812. As he covered whalmg and the growth of 
commerce, he paused to offer honest studies of the social groups and 
town life. Numerous photographs of mills, houses, ships, churches, and 
landscapes helped give the story life and color. Maps were interspersed, 
and an appendix provided valuable documents, including inventories 
of estates. Readers could see that the research had been laborious, that 
the author had unusual literary ability, and that he scorned a filio- 
pietistic approach. Only through scholarly studies of this character, 
wrote Jemegan, could the country gain an understanding of the spirit 
of local history, and of “the development of a most important charac¬ 
teristic of the native American, the notion of self-government.” People 
who paid $2.65 for the 424-page volume got one of the best bargains of 
the time.“ 

"Both the Memorials of Old Bridgehampton and the History of the Town of 
Southampton were reprinted by Empire State Historical Publications in 1962. 
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At last Adams had found his proper occupation, only to encounter 
the interruption of war. 

A late start in life — there was no doubt of that, for he was thirty- 
nine in the autumn of 1917. Most people would have thought it un¬ 
fortunate that he had gone to a technologica^college, third-rate in the 
humanities; that neither there nor in his bnef attendance at Yale had 
any teacher inspired him; and that he had spent his best early years 
in a deadening Wall Street routine. Such a stat^ent would have been 
unjust. His incessant reading in literature and history more than 
atoned for any dehciences of his colleges; given his literary tastes and 
ability, he had been fortunate in escaping the graduate school pedantry 
of the time; and he had learned a good deal of economics from Wall 
Street. Nobody who crossed the barrier of his shyness could talk to him 
for five minutes without seeing that he was informed, thoughtful, and 
tolerant. 

The Southampton book completed, he received a telegram from 
Isaiah Bowman, president of the American Geographical Society, ask¬ 
ing if he could come in to help meet an emergency. Bowman was 
facing a tough problem. President Wilson had asked Q)lonel House 
to assemble a commission to gather facts, ideas, and documents in prep¬ 
aration for an eventual peace conference, and House had made his 
wife’s brother-in-law, Sidney E. Mezes, a Californian once head of the 
University of Texas and now president of City College in NeW York, 
director of the enterprise. Mezes had then chosen Bowman as executive 
officer. They had gathered about ninety specialists from all over the 
country, begun a survey of the history, geography, ethnology, eco¬ 
nomics, and religions of fifty lands, and wound themselves up in such 
a ball of detail that they needed a few systematic men to unwind them. 
When Bowman asked Cook of Yale to suggest somebody. Cook named 
Adams. Within a few days Adams was living at the Yale Club, work¬ 
ing in the Geographical Society offices, and looking after a variety of 
assignments. 

At once he be^ui meeting new men, new adventures, and new ideas. 
Bowman got him elected a member of the Explorers’ Club on the 
ground that he had explored the “Upper Reaches of the Bronx River.” 
He talked there with such scientists as Stefansson, William Beebe, and 
Peary’s associate Robert Bartlett, while his work on the Mezes commis¬ 
sion brought him in touch with Robert Lansing and Walter lippmann. 
One of his main jobs was to prepare accurate maps, using newly in¬ 
vented photostatic apparatus. Once he worked imtil two in the mom- 
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ing to produce a large-scale map of a debatable area from more than 
twenty small maps on different scales. He was pleased next morning 
to hear Bowman tell a high government officer: “I went home, and 
left Adams to do the job, and of course he did it.” 

His superiors, includii)g^Lippmann, praised his zeal and competence. 
After some months, however, as the war situation grew more critical, 
he felt he would be happier in uniform. Bowman protested that he 
was useful just where he was and that plenty of others could go into 
the trenches. Adams nevertheless insisted and shortly got a commission 
in Washington as captain in the Military Intelligence Service, doing 
more map work. He never forgot some of his experiences in the sum¬ 
mer of 1918. The capital that season had equatorial temperatures. For 
a whole week, declares Adams, the official thermometer several hun¬ 
dred feet above the street never .went below lOQ** day or night. 

*T used to see it one himdred and twelve degrees in the drugstores. 
There were no cold drinks, as the ice gave out. It was rather ghastly, 
because at that time we had the flu epidemic. Not only was there no 
ice, but after a while there ivere no caskets. My secretary, a nice girl 
and a very competent one, got the flu and was dead in three days. I 
had to look after that, as she came from Miimesota. The girls were 
often living four and five in a room owing to the crowded housing con¬ 
ditions, and to add to our difficulties, many of them had come to Wash¬ 
ington to do war work as a sort of lark, and had come under assumed 
names and with false addresses, so that when they died it was a mess.” 

Besides making maps, he compiled guide books for Reid officers. One 
that he wrote on the Murmansk Peninsula in Russia, where American, 
British, and French troops were to stage an expedition against Com¬ 
munist forces, and where the Germans had a coastal submarine base, 
gave him endless trouble. He had to assemble the data, write his text, 
and see the brochure through the press within six weeks. The other¬ 
wise impossible task was made feasible by the help of Secret Service 
men. These sleuths found a Russian woman, for example, who before 
the war had lived part of the time in a Munnansk vills^e, and part of 
the time in California. She gave the Secret Service all kinds of in¬ 
formation, with photographs showing the very harbor in which the Ger¬ 
man submannes were concealed. A year or two after the war Adams 
was told that his booklet was so good that the British and French had 
gladly made use of it; but he gave the credit to the Secret Service, 
which had covered even details like the availablity of standing timber 
to repair damaged railway bridges, and the facilities in various villages 
for quartering troops. 
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Adams spent most of October, 1918, in New York, doing little but 
putter about in his old offices in the Geographical Society. Bowman 
wanted him to go overseas on the George Washington with Wilson and 
the Commission, taking charge of numerous cases of. books and papers, 
but some eager soul in the State Department seized that assignment. 
He lingered on through the false armistice ancTreal aimistice, still doing 
nothing but draw a captain’s pay for living at the Yale Club, until his 
sharp protest brought him back to Washington. Again he did little but 
look after some secret files in his 1330 F Street office until one evening 
he went down in the elevator with a colonel named Dunn. The colonel 
asked if he had on his seven-league boots. Startled, Adams demanded 
an explanation and got the reply: **Oh, you are going to Paris tomor¬ 
row.” Sure enough, he received immediate orders, and hurried to Ho¬ 
boken to board the Leviathan — only to sit in his cabin for ten days 
while the vessel stayed tied up at the dock. She finally pulled out on 
January 23, 1919, with a contingent of about 900 homegoing Polish 
troops aboard. 

The voyage to Europe was enlivened by an ebullient, self-assured 
Major Colby, who had been a lawyer in Boston before the war, and 
since a recent transfer from the Belgian artillery to the American army 
was now going to Servia as military attach^. William S. Sharp, the 
Ohioan then ambassador to France, was also abroad. The crossing 
took ten days, during which Adams mounted guard over a heavy case 
containing additional books and docipnents for the Peace Conference. 
The one bit of drama occurred when they reached Brest to find that 
a single train ran to Paris every twenty-four hours, and that the one 
then puffing in the station was already full. The despairing Adams saw 
himself perched for a night and day on the precious box! Major Colby, 
however, was equal to any occassion. “Leave it to me,” he said — and 
Adams records the sequel: 

There was a whole car for the ambassador, his son, and suite, but that was 
sacred ground. Colby went in and talked to ^e chef de gore, and came dash¬ 
ing out. He said, “Come along, we’re going.” I asked where, and he said, 
“In the ambassador’s car.” 

A little French official was making an awful fuss about weighing my box 
of documents when we heard the whistle begin to blow. Just then a big 
Negro, as black as the hce of spades, who looked as if he had come out of 
the rice plantations of Georgia, a private in our army, saw my captain’s bars 
and said: “Boss, you want something?” I told him that I had to have that 
box weighed and put on the platform of the train before we left, and there 
was no time. He grabbed the French official by the back of the neck, threw 
him aside, weighed my box, called two or three other men, and put it on 
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the platform. We followed and sat down in one of the sleeping compart¬ 
ments of the ambassador’s sacred car. 

I said to Colby, “This is fine, but what are we going to do with the am¬ 
bassador?” He said, “That is all right; I told the chef de gore that I was 
attach^ to Servia.” And here is where his Belgian uniform came in. In the 
few minutes that Colby pAsessed he had not only arranged with the chef de 
gore that we were to have part of the ambassador’s private car, but had 
somehow picked up two bottles of Burgundy, which he pulled out of his large 
Belgian-uniform pockets. He rang the bell for the attendant in the car, gave 
him the two bottles, and told him to give them to the ambassador with the 
compliments of Major Colby, Colonel Van Atta, and Captain Adams, who 
unfortunately had found it necessary to occupy one of the compartments of 
his special car. We sat and waited, and then came a rap on the door of the 
compartment. It was the ambassador’s seventeen-year-old son, who said: 
“The ambassador wishes to thank you gentlemen very much and to ask if 
any of you has a corkscrew?” We spent the rest of the eighteen-hour journey 
in peace. 

The Crillon was jammed by the restless American officials, staff 
workers, and journalists attending the Peace Conference, but Bowman 
had reserved for Adams a steam-heated bedroom where he was com¬ 
fortable. When he went down to diimer the first night he had the pleas¬ 
ant surprise of espying an old friend, the anthropologist Farrabee, who 
had been a member of his special circle in Washington. Adams sp)ecially 
liked Farabee for his endless string of stories about life in the Amazon 
Valley, where he had lived among the Indians for two years, his philo¬ 
sophical temperament, and his unfailing courtesy. One story especially 
pleased Adams. In getting out of his Amazon home Farrabee had ar¬ 
ranged with an Indian chief for a caravan, which he hustled forward 
at top speed. The second morning he found the chief and ail the sav¬ 
ages sitting on their haunches in a meditative circle. “What is the 
matter?” he inquired. “Only one thing,” replied the chief. “We have 
hurried so much that we have to sit down for a while to let our souls 
catch up with our bodies.” Farrabee displayed his courtesy by himting 
up two relatives of Adams, a hsdf-sister of his mother and her husband, 
whom he knew to be resident in Paris, and inviting them to dinner. 

On inquiry, Adams learned that he had been designated archivist of 
the American delegation to the Peace Conference. In reality; he never 
had anything to do with the archives, but instead found himself saddled 
with many-sided duties respecting the maps. 

One duty was to act as liadson officer in map work for the American 
del^ation, British delegation, and geographical service of the French 
Army. Another duty was to assist in the purchase of maps and atlases 
in Europe to be distributed to the War College, American Geograph- 
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ical Society, and Library of Congress. His most important job, how-, 
ever, was to take care of the confidential maps. He had five rooms full 
of them, with sentries night and day at the door, and he alone could 
give visitors access. In spare hours he prepared a variety of useful new 
maps, and had some of them reproduced ,iz: poster relief, as the exi¬ 
gencies of the Peace Conference required, by a corps of workers housed 
in the Invalides above the tomb of Napoleon. In one day this staff 
could finish a surprisingly complete relief map, with hills, plains, and 
rivers delineated and place-names accurately lettered. Eminent Euro¬ 
pean statesmen sometimes pored over these maps. 

“I remember one interesting day when the boundary between Greece 
and Albania was under consideration,” he writes. ‘‘Venizelos, the 
prime minister of Greece, came in with some of the other Peace Con¬ 
ference people to look at the boimdary suggested.” The map that 
Adams had ready for him, laid out in blocks about eighteen inches 
square, covered almost one side of the room on a slanting wooden 
frame. A red line indicated the suggested boundary. Venizelos, a mild- 
mannered little man of soft speech but infinite persistence, looked it 
up and down, minutely scrutinizing the red line. Then, putting his 
hands in a meek, semi-prayerful position in front of his chest, he ex¬ 
ploded : ‘This will never do.” Colonel House had a way of meeting 
such statements with an equally disconcerting “Why?” Somebody else 
asked the question this time, and Venizelos replied; “The line is half¬ 
way up the slopes of all those mountains. The Greeks live in the val¬ 
leys, and all their wealth is in the cattle they keep there in winter and 
drive to the mountain tops in summer. With this boundary as drawn, 
twice a year the Greeks will have to carry their movable wealth across 
an international line. That will mean incidents, and incidents in the 
Balkans mean war, and Balkan wars always lead to war in Europe,” 
Venizelos got his alteration. 

Another prominent figure at the Conference was King Albert of 
Belgium, well over six feet tall, bkmd, and athletic. Then or later, for 
Adams in his London years spent scone time with him writing a specially 
commissioned magazine story, he related the particulars of his mar¬ 
riage. lie had gone to Vienna, he said, to visit the Emporor Franz 
Joseph. There he met a daughter of Duke Charles Theoi^ie of Ba¬ 
varia, with whom he fell in love. The girl’s father beloi^jed to one of 
the best families of Germany; she had received an excdlmt education, 
and was in every way eligible. But King Leopold of the Bdgians, who 
still had a full decacfe to reign, made objections. He bade Albert wait. 
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go away for a time, and then see how he felt about marriage. “If I 
must go away,” said Albert, “1 would like to go to America. It must 
be an attractive country, for so many Belgians go over and never re* 
turn.” In 1898, therefore, he spent a good deal of time traveling in 
the United States. On return he renewed his courtship, the King 
yielded, and in 1900 he married Elizabeth. 

Adams made one short exciursion to Chateau-Thierry to see the 
battlefield, continued to Soissons, where he found the cathedral a mere 
shell, and got as far as Rheims, which was full of ruined buildings. 

Later he wrote of the miles and miles of barbed wire and the sad 
sights. “We slept in an old ruined house at Chateau-Thierry, and 
found a spring cot with a mattress. The fellow I was with and I drew 
to see who would get the spring and who the mattress. I drew the 
spring. The walls were full of holes from shells, and it was very airy. 
The roads were awful, full of shell-holes. The landscape looked like 
the moon, all dead and full of trenches and shell-holes, the fields 
aroimd Soissons still imcleared from the battle. We would pass a 
woman in black hauling a cart with a few little belongings, two or 
three children trudging along, going back to some little farm. It all 
seons Uke a nightmare now from another life.”*® 

He took a longer trip as companion to Professor Douglas Johnson of 
Columbia, a geologist who had been busy on topographical work, and 
who asked Adams to accompany him to army headquarters on the 
Loire to get his dischaige. Although a journey so far from I^uis seemed 
almost impossible, for the maps had to be guarded and absences were 
restricted, Adams went to see the officer in charge of personnel. This 
dignitary was out of his office, but a soldier doing secretarial work in¬ 
quired into the - circumstances and found out what ordears -Adams 
needed. His face lighted up. 

“Well, oqitain,” he iaid,“that officer is hardly ever in. He is always 
out at teas in the afternoon, and when he comes in before dinner he 
is in a tearing hurry, and signs all the orders that I put on his desk 
without reading them. If you want to make out your orders, FU take 
thdtn to him.” 

Hie |daa worked like a charm. The soldier typed out orders ^t 
Adams dictated. He was to leave Paris at 8:00, proceed to Bids for the 
night, visit headquarters, and return within thrw days. The posonnel 
officer duly rushed in, signed the orders, and Adams was off next day 
with Douglas Johnson. 

** Pfoai a letter to Kay Seely, August 20, 1924. 
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In general, however, Adams found the Conference dull. The Amer¬ 
ican experts at the Crillon lived like monks in a dark, crowded, and 
chilly monastery. The hotel remained so jammed that the lounge had 
to be added to the dining room. This left no place to sit at night, and 
when the downstairs lights were put out aU9 p.m. and all city restau¬ 
rants and cafes were shut at 9:30, most men repaired to their gloomy 
rooms, for the streets were shabby and drcary.^^ “It was the blackest, 
coldest, wettest winter in that city in ninety-six years,” writes Adams, 
recording a statistic that seemed accurate. “Perhaps that had some¬ 
thing to do with the failure of the Conference. Along in midwinter I 
felt quite unwell, and had pains in all my joints.” A doctor told him 
he had rheumatism, and he began taking long walks in the gray drizzle 
to limber himself up. “Finally, one night I could not sleep at all. It 
seemed to me that I had what we used to call a charley-honse all over. 
The army doctor, a major, came up to my room. He looked me over, 
examined my chest, and asked if I had ever had measles. 1 told him 
I never had. His answer was: ‘You are a damned liar — you have 
them now.’ ” 

As Adams had been riding in the elevator that President Wilson oc¬ 
casionally used, this disconcerted him. Although it turned out that he 
had only German measles, the major ordered him into a hospital for 
infectious ailments on the Marne. As he was driven out by a soldier 
in a Ford, he asked the name of the destination. “It’s Jonesville on 
the Pond,” was the reply — doughboy French for JoinvUle-sur-le-Pont, 
Here, in what had been a dilapidated boys’ school, nervously aware 
that he was surrounded by diphtheria, spinal meningitis, and typhus, 
Adams ate poor cold food, avoided a black cat that wandered from 
room to room, and shuddered at plates and cutlery that were distress¬ 
ingly unclean. Fortunately, he found some congenial companionship-in 
a Salvation Army man until, his measles disappearing, he abruptly left, 
telling his doctor: “I am going A.W.O.L. Call up the Peace Confer¬ 
ence and order a car to take me back to the Crillon, and keep your 
eyes shut while I am leaving.” 

As the Peace Conference wore on early in 1918, Adams felt the deep- 

** But, wrote Adams in an article, “How Our Peace Agents Live,” in the New 
York Times, July 27, 1919, men knew that they were taking a part, however, 
minor, in one of the great events of history. The atmosphere was that of a 
board of directors meeting, but they had glimpses of Lloyd George smd Cle- 
menceau. And such Americans as Haskins ^ Hiurvard, Day of Yale, and Doug¬ 
las Johnson of Ck>lumbia ‘Vould humanize even a peace conference, if that were 
possible.” 
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ening chilliness of the French people toward Wilson. Late in January 
the President was toiling sixteen or eighteen hours a day. Irked by the 
criticism of the press, he had Dr. Cary Grayson hint diat if Gallic 
harassment continued, lie might have the Conference removed to an¬ 
other country.’* Soon aftentrard, he let it be known that he must sail 
February 15 for a short stay in Washington, to sign bilk and perform 
other official duties, and would leave Brest on the George Washington. 
Thereupon, men attached to the Conference were astonished by the 
sudden receipt of an ornate invitation to a gala performance at the 
opera in Wilson’s honor. Adams, assigned a seat in the box just above 
the President, made some inquiries. 

“Oh, don’t you know?” an American lady told him. “When Wilson 
came here the excitement was tremendous, and he was hailed like 
Christ entering Jerusalem. Now that his stock has gone down, the pre¬ 
fect of police has become worried over his departure. Not only would 
he go to the station in insulting silence; somebody might hurl a missile 
at him. The prefect had the brilliant idea of a farewell performance, 
ending when all the streets are dark and empty anyway.” The lady 
further explained why the opera chosen for the night was not the fa¬ 
miliar Faust of Gounod; by special decree of Clemenceau, she said, it 
was Berlioz’s Damnation of Faust. 

Adams made a lasting friend at the Conference in the Englidi-speak- 
ing Baron Korff, a Menshevik Russian leader of ability whom Kerensky 
had appointed governor-general of Finland. When Kerensky fell he 
and his wife had abruptly walked out of their house in Finland, leaving 
everything, even their hats, behind them. He had accompanied Prince 
Lvoif, once prominent in the Russian Zemstvo organization, to Paris 
where Lvoff settled permanently. J. T. A. took a liking to this im¬ 
poverished expert in international law, who later lectured at Johns 
Hopkins and Columbia, and literally worked himself into the grave, 
dropping dead at his lecture desk. Meanwhile, Adams continued seeing 
a good deal of Bowman, the leading territorial specialist in the Amer¬ 
ican group, and later got from him an elaborate theory that the break 
between Wilson and House was attributable to indiscreet promises that 
House made during Wilson’s absence respecting the Trieste situation. 

By the middle of March, 1918, Wilson was back in Paris, facing a 
multiplicity of new problems, and resuming the overwork that early in 
April prostrated him for three days and left him physically weakened. 
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Question after quesdcm was somehow letded. Of these dedstons 
Adams, an unimportant %ure on the pceil^ry, knew nothing. He 
had no understanding of the European inake pit, and no compre¬ 
hension of the political and economic currents weaving such fantastic 
patterns under the surface of events. But hg^the end of April he per¬ 
ceived that the work of the Conference was practically finished and 
that he had nothing more to do. The peace treaty was finally submitted 
to the Germans on May 7. Fidgeting to get home, Adams did not wit¬ 
ness its presentation. 

“My father had had pneumonia and he was getting old,*’ he writes. 
“My sister was running the furnace and the car at our house on the 
end of Long Island.” Time to return! 

He reached America only by packing himself into a battered ship, 
the Potsdam, with 2,500 returning soldiers, and enduring army rations, 
a diphtheria epidemic, and a fire on the way. The greatest diversion 
came the final day. An order was issued that all the troops had to 
take a bath before landing,* and Adams saw the 2,5(X) men pop up one 
hatchway in the cold dawn, stark naked, run under heavy jets of sea 
water played on them by hoses, and disappear down another hatchway. 
Never did the Statute of Liberty hold a more welcoming mien. 


The New England Trilogy 

• 

The return from France ended a didieartening but instructive epi¬ 
sode in Adams’s life. Althou^ still uncertain of his future, he was 
deeply relieved to be home again. He had been laying plans while 
abroad for following his successful history of Southampton by a more 
ambitious book on the colonial period. But he did not get down to it 
at once. A bachelor with a modest but adequate inccane, he could use 
his time as he Uked. For some months in the spring and summer of 
1918, while the country returned to peacetime pursuits,, he devoted 
himself to family and village affairs in his Bridgehampton cotta^, 
where he was to remain until 1927. 

“I loved Bridgehampton,” he wrote later. Although the place had 
a number of “summer people,” it was essentially a simple fanning com¬ 
munity, quite different from the smart social centers of Southampton 
on the west and Easthampton on the east. His war experience had 
given him a new outlook, and although forty in 1918, he found in his 
leisure there a stronger appreciation of youth. He had never cared 
much for outdoor sports. But now he made friends with a number of 
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ladf oi ^teen to eightem, who used to go campii^, swimimxig, fishing, 
and shooting with him. 

More and more devoted to the villatge, he left two substantial me¬ 
morials of his residence. A bathing beach with dilapidated bathhouses 
had been managed for by a Coast Guard veteran who leased the 
cubicles from the Metlu^st Book Concern at a dollar a year. Sud¬ 
denly the villagers received word that two Pittsburgh millionaires were 
buying the property to turn it into walled estates. Adams intervened, 
got £. J. Berwind, head of a laige coal company, to subscribe money 
on condition that the community raise a little, and finally arranged for 
creation of a six-acre bathing beach lined with bathhouses that the 
village rented for only $25 apiece, as compared with $150 at South¬ 
ampton. At the same time, he helped others devise a plan for an 
American L^on center that grew until he found himself raising 
money for a large Conununity House that would shelter the local fire 
department, the grange, various fraternal organizations, a large audi¬ 
torium for lectures and motion pictures, a dance hall, bowling alleys, 
and other amenities, as well as the Legion. Some shabby structures that 
had grown up piecemeal for club purposes were scrapped in favor of 
the new $75,(K)0 hall. 

At the'height of this effort a scornful summer resident told Adams 
that he could not raise $5,000 for his imdertaking. Adams responded: 
‘*Come with me tomorrow morning and see!” He was at the point 
where pledged payments were due, and in less than an hour had 
$25,000 in hand. 

His boldest postwar adventure, however, was embarcation upon his 
first large-scale book, The Founding of New England. He had thought 
of this when*writing his Southampton volume, and talks with some of 
the Peace Conference specialists had heightened his ambition. One day 
at the Crillon he discussed with Clive Day of Yale the deficiencies of 
John Gorham Palfrey’s five-volume History of New England. Begun in 
1858, it was hopelessly outdated in many particulars. A strong Puritan 
bias in the first volumes and a violent Anglophobia in the Revolutionary 
period robbed it of objectivity. Adams also perceived that Palfrey’s 
Massachusetts residence and Congregational inheritance (though later 
he became Unitarian) had made him peevishly unfair to New Hamp¬ 
shire and Rhode Island. “When I get back,” he told Day, “I shall try 
to get out a really modem history of New England.” 

At the beginning, as he later protested, he had not the slightest in¬ 
tention of being iconoclastic. He then held the oki traditional view of 
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New England history. His intention was ^ply to rewrite it He meant 
to do this first by considering not only the original sources but the 
latest results of scholarship, and second by trying to understand New 
England’s record in relation to the whole empire rather than as a de¬ 
tached provincial espisode. But when he cam^to study the sources, he 
formed an impression very different from the picture given by all the 
traditional historians. “My reaction was sharp,” he later admitted. 
In trying at the same time to put Massachusetts into her imperial 
setting, he felt sure he was moving in just the right direction, and most 
later historians have agreed that his attitude was correct. The effect of 
his work, therefore, was iconoclastic. It upset old concepts. ■ 

In the Founding, as the first of three books, Adams laid a careful 
groundwork of physical geography and Indian history before he dealt 
with English explorations prior to the Mayflower*s immortal, voyage. 
He brought his story to a climax with the witchcraft frenzy near the 
end of the seventeenth century, and the fanatical insanity of men like 
Cotton Mather. His narrative struck refreshingly new notes. It did 
justice to British rule in New England, condemning various instances 
of the crown’s neglect, confusion, and oppression, but praising the 
statesmanlike policies of Lord Clarendon, pointing out how essential 
British protection against France really was, and explaining how in- 
temperately the stubborn Yankee colonists disputed British claims to 
any authority whatever. He was severe upon the Puritans in more ways 
than one. He showed how sharply the contributions of Connecticut and 
Rhode Island to political freedom and dvil liberty differed from those 
of the Bay Colony, and how superior they were. His descriptions of 
Puritan land greed and Puritan cruelty to the Indians were fierce 
enough to wring the hearts of descendants of the early settlers. Nobody 
could read his account of the inhuman Puritan torture of Quakers, men 
and women alike, without horror and indignation. 

Palfrey had devoted thirty-five pages to excuses for the Massachusetts 
persecution of the Quakers. Adams was too honest to extenuate the 
whippings, brandings, mutilations, imprisonments, and executions of 
those who incurred the wrath of the Puritan divines. After describing 
the heroic death of Mary Dyer, the sale of two Quaker children into 
bonds^e to pay the fines assessed upon them, and the flogging of some 
half-naked women through eleven successive towns, he permed an im- 
relendng verdict upon the clergy of harsh John Endicott’s time. “The 
theocracy had now reached such a height of intellectual pride, of in¬ 
tolerable belief in themselves as the sole possessors of the Imowledge of 
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God, and as the only legitimate interpreters of His will to the world, 
that either all freedom of thought in Massachusetts must die, or their 
power must be destroyed.” Fortunately, the King declared that the 
bloodshed must stop, royal commissioners interfered, and no less a 
person than Cromwell dqjianded in Parliament; **Is it ingenuous to 
ask liberty and not to give it?” Such a revulsion of opinion took place 
in the Bay Colony itself that at two of the most outrageous executions 
heavy guards had to be posted to prevent a popular outbreak. 

Touches of cutting sarcasm enlivened Adams’s history of the rebellion 
led by the Wampanoag sachem “King Philip.” He noted the colonists’ 
failure to understand the Indian theory of property, or indeed any the> 
ory of property not the white man’s. He described the contempt the 
settlers developed for the heathen and the savages, “who incidentally 
were in possession of lands coveted by the Saints of God.” It was the 
fatal error of the chieftain Miantonomo, a consistent friend of the En¬ 
glish, that he trusted in the white men’s justice, knowing they had no 
real charge to bring against him. “He had not, however, reckoned on 
the church.” It always had charges up its sleeve. Again, the men of 
Massachusetts could never be pinned down to precise boundary lines. 
Protesting their unshakable int^ity, they got some “skilful artists” to 
draw their southern lines, combining gue.sswork with an old map, a 
pen, and a ruler, and meanwhile they were laying claim to New Hamp¬ 
shire and Maine on the north. Thus “the colony slowly expanded, like 
a balloon filling with gas.” 

Happily, the bigotry of the Puritan church-state could not last, and 
Adams traced its inevitable transformation even more vigorously and 
decisively than Brooks Adams had done in The Emancipation of Mas¬ 
sachusetts (1887). Such a transformation was necessary to the whole 
future of America. Before men could legitimately proclaim the motto, 
“No taxation without representation,” it was essential that the “people” 
should be identified as the whole community and not just a religious 
sect. Before Massachusetts could join Virginia in asserting that “All 
men are bom equal,” she had, as Adams put it, to abandon her politico- 
religious distinction between a minority bom to everlasting sainthood, 
and a majority doomed to eternal damnation. The way in which the 
transformation was effected Adams described briskly and graphically 
in his last three chsqpters, one of which did larger justice to Sir Edmund 
Andros than he had previously received. 

Adams also emphasized the economic foundations of the growing 
colonial self-assertiveness. The real struggle among Britain, France, 
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Spain, and other nations in the cx>kinud era, he argued, was not for 
geographical empire but for raw materials, ccanmerce, and znaricets on 
a worldwide scale. 

As his book neared completion, Adams was at a loss to bring it bef<»e 
the public, for he knew nothing of publiriiii^ He even feared that he 
might have to make his own arrangements for printing it. Happily, 
some officers he had known during the war had spent a weekend wiffi 
him in Bridgehaunpton, and one of them, Charles Johnson, was a lit¬ 
erary Irishman who had married a daughter of the distirguirii^ Rus¬ 
sian veteran of the Russo-Turkish War and First World War, General 
Alexei Brusilov. While teadiing at Rutgers, Johnson wrote for the At- 
lantic Monthly and other magazines. He looked at Adams’s unfinished 
manuscript, and advised him to send sample chapters to Ellery Sedg¬ 
wick, editor of the Atlantic. 

Sedgwick, a perceptive man with a liking for new authors, fancied 
the manuscript so much that he at once offered a contract for 
book publication by the Atlantic Monthly Press. “Incidentally,” wrote 
Adams later, “it was an extremely rotten contract. The editor of 
Harper^s Monthly later told me that he thought it was the damndest 
contract he had ever seen, and he wouldn’t mind telling Ellery Sec^- 
wick so to his face.” This was a bit unjust; Sedgwick had merely takoi 
account of the risks of publishing a scholarly book by an unknown 
writer, and though his contract was poor by standards of 1930, it was 
not too indecent for 1920. 

The volume was an immediate success. Reviewers were eiUburiastic, 
although some Massachusetts men, including Samuel Eliot Moriim, 
protested that it was unfair to the Puritans. Its flyleaf later reoinrded: 
First Impression, May, 1921; Second Impression, November, 1922; 
Third Impression, May, 1926; Fourth Impression, April, 1927. And 
the title-page soon bore evidence of academic recognidmi, placing sdter 
Adams’s name the letters LL.D., Litt.D. It gratified him that ffw doc¬ 
torate of laws came from Rhode Island State Coll^, for he had taken 
pains to emphasize the debt of New England to little Rhode Island’s 
sturdy independence of thought. The prompt award of the Pulitzer 
Prize for history gave him pleasure, and so did his election to the Na¬ 
tional Institute of Arts and Letters, with Worthington G. Ford, M. A. 
De Wolfe Howe, and Ellery Sedgvrick as sponsors. It pleased him also 
that early visitors at his door included the tall and courtly Dixon Ryan 
Fox of Columbia, who came to uige Adams to write one of the first 
volumes in the History of American Life series just launched by himself 
and Arthur M. Schlesinger. 
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The sharpest criticism of the Founding was shortly jn^saited in 
Samuel Eliot Morison’s Builders of the Bay Colony (1930), and Adams 
briefly rqplied to it in the New England Quarterly of Catcher, 1^0. 
The issues presented were not susceptible of dedsive settlement. The 
two men differed upon thg question whether the great mass of migrants 
to Massachusetts were motivated most heavily by religious impulses or 
by economic considerations. Each historian seemed to the other indulg¬ 
ing in unjustified inferences from hazy data, and consequent half-truths. 
In demonstrating that “church members” meant communicants rather 
than church attendants, Morison unquestionably demolished one bit of 
statistical evidence that Adams had put forward. 0bth agreed, how¬ 
ever, that no firm statistics upon religious fealty were available, and 
that explorations into motive never achieve clear and dependable ex¬ 
clusions. That Adams may have been too drastic in his minimization 
of religious impulses was plain; that Morison may have been too sweep¬ 
ing in his rejection of economic impulses was equally clesur. And Adams 
was able to score a moral point against Morison when he argued 
that the latter’s defense of Puritan intolerance and persecution as 
“necessary” was a very disagreeable if not a flimsy kind of defend. As 
H. L. Mencken published the later volumes of his Prejudices, it became 
evident how much ammunition Adams had furnished him and other 
anti-Puritan writers. 

The impression made by The Founding had not faded when two 
years later he brought out its successor, Revolutionary New England, 
1691-1776. In a well-illustrated volume of 4K) pi^es, even better in 
style than the first, he again seized a large opportunity. Monographic 
studies, compilations of documents, and hirtories bearii^ upon the 
crowded years beginning in 1763 were almost innumerable, and every 
year added to their number. That period was momentous, dramatic, 
and full of patriotic appeal. Little sound recent worit, howes^r, had 
been expxded upon the period between the 8o<^ca]led revi^ilion of 
1688, strongly felt in America as in England, and the victoihku close 
of the Seven Years’ War in 1763.’* In this three-quarters oi a century, 
as Adams said, lay the origins of radical thought in the colonies, the 
growth of grievances, and the development of parties; yet writers had 
neglected these subjects. So long as people thought of the American 
Revolution only in political and military terms, the neglect did not 

greatly matter. But they were beginning to think of it as a great socio- 

/ 

" Adams pointed out this gap in a paper read to the American Historical Asso¬ 
ciation at New Haven, December 27, 1922, and published in the American 
Historical Review, No. 4 (July, 1923). 
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economic movement, the roots of which ran far back into colonial 
history. 

Adams therefore set himself to deal in scholarly but readable fashion 
with a variety of subjects either ignored or poorly treated. What was 
the administration of the British Empire whe:|;^the Stuarts were thrown 
aside by William and Mary, the ideas of John Locke triumphed, and 
Massachusetts received her new charter? Why was crown administra¬ 
tion so inefficient? Just what was the effect of the constant strife be¬ 
tween crown governor and popular assembly upon public feeling? In 
the wars with the French the colonies and their militia made a bad 
showing; could they have done better, and how? The importance of 
land policy, the navigation acts, the paper money question, and the ap¬ 
pearance of nascent industrialism, had never been fully brought out in 
New England history, and Adams treated all these subjects compactly 
but trenchantly. He had something cogent to say on frontier commer¬ 
cial ethics, colonial Indian policy, and the land question. 

His discussion of Jonathan Edwards and the Great Awakening threw 
fresh light upon New England theology (Edwards, he writes, preached 
“a gorilla God of fiendish deviltry”). With freshness and indepen¬ 
dence, he carried his narrative through the defeat of the French, the 
conquest of Canada, and the appearance of “the insoluble problem,” 
imperial taxation. 

Once more he made his dislike of Puritanism, which in spite of the 
spread of Episcopalianism and Deism remained a dominant influence, 
emphatically plain. He emphasized its harshness, its belief in its own 
infallibility, and its bigotry as more than counterbalancing its finer 
qualities. Once more, also, he did justice to the best British leaders in 
colonial administration; especially to William Shirley, the doughty, far¬ 
sighted royal governor of Massachusetts who showed more grasp of the 
imperial problem than anybody else. Once more, too, Adams brought 
out the striking evidences of a steady broadening and secularizing of the 
colonial mind, and the rising importance of business in all its aspects 
from land speculation and smuggling to honest trade and manufactures. 

Like the Founding of New England, the second volume rested almost 
wholly upon printed soiurces, but they were so numerous and his study 
was so thorough that exploration of manuscript collections could have 
added little. His footnotes ^wed how voluminous had been his re¬ 
searches. The book had greater appeal to the general public than the 
Founding for several reasons; the period was closer, the mind of New 
England had become more modem, and the author wrote with greater 
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eloquence. To the tune of laudatory reviews the book sold briskly. 
The most critical notice came from Evarts B. Greene in the American 
Historical Review, offering strictures upon Adams’s “emotional” dis¬ 
paragement of Puritans and the landed aristocracy, but conceding that 
the treatment was very^^ble and showed a distinct advance in work¬ 
manship. It would long be indispensable to serious students of New 
England and the Reyolution, wrote Greene. He might have said more 
about its literary distinction, exemplified in the final paragraph — a 
paragraph in which Adams characteristically pointed to the need for 
additional investigations: 

In telling the story of New England (wrote Adams) from the first scat¬ 
tered settlements founded in cold December upon the little strip of land be¬ 
tween the stormy wintry sea and illimitable forests, down to the time when 
four populous colonies, strong and proud in their strength, united with the 
rest of their younger and older sisters to form a new nation, we have been 
able to indicate but a few of the sources from whence, both for good and for 
ill, that new nation drew its own peculiar character and life. Much of the 
ground, indeed, remains wholly unmapped, and many an historical explorer 
must study the records of obscure villages and whole districts before we can 
understand all the causes that led to the double revolution of 1776. Much 
we can learn from English records, much from those of Boston and the larger 
towns, much from the contemporary literature of the day, but behind it all 
we must still learn more than we yet know of the daily life and problems, the 
discontents and ambitions, of the many thousands who never saw a town and 
who never expressed themselves in the printed page. Until then, we cannot 
be sure that we understand aright that great movement which spread through 
the throngs of common men who sailed the ships and tilled the fields and 
felled the forests of New England, and wrought a new hope in the heart of 
the world. 

To complete his trilogy Adams published in April, 1926, New En¬ 
gland in the Republic, 1776-1850, a provocative volume that found its 
central theme in “the continual struggle of the common man to realize 
the doctrines of the Revolution in the life of the community.” It also 
dilated upon the growth of a sectional spirit among New Englanders, 
defiantly expressed in Yankee protests against the Embargo, in angry 
opposition to the War of 1812, and in the Hartford Convention. A 
shairp critical edge was clear in his treatment of Shays’s Rebellion, the 
widening gulf between rich and poor in the industrialized states, the 
excesses of the anti-Catholic movement, and the general backwardness 
of New England in educational and humanitarian affairs. 

Thi^ however, was the least effective volume of the trilogy. Critics 
again charged him with unfairness, and a biased desire to emphasize 
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shadows rather than sunshine. Covering so large a field, the book suf¬ 
fered at points from excessive compression. That it was a stimulating 
and interesting addition to history nobody could doubt, and it struck 
an original note of importance in showing how healthfully the New 
England democracy of 1850 differed from thjfi, democracy of 1776; for 
the later polity insisted on “the rights of man as man, and not as mem¬ 
ber of a class.” But he would have done better to close this siuvey in 
1830, thus giving himself more room for description and analysis. 

In producing so broad, scholarly, and influential a group of volumes 
in rapid succession, 1921, 1923, and 1926, Adams had performed a 
notable feat. As the third went to press he was already deep in his 
contribution to the series that Drs. Schlesinger and Fox had plaimed 
under the title A History of American Life^ the most comprehensive 
treatment of the nation’s social development yet undertaken^ In this 
he was paired with Thomas J. Wertenbaker of Princeton in covering 
almost the whole colonial period, getting the richer lualf of it in the 
years 1690-1763. Like Wertenbaker, he enjoyed a marked advants^e 
over a majority of the twelve original authors in the series by having 
three-quarters of a century at his disposal, for he could trace economic 
and social changes from their,origins through a long development 
Later contributors, -confined to twelve or fifteen years, had to take 
short views and write cramped narratives. 

Partly for this reason, partly because he possessed complete leisure, 
and partly because of his scholarly acumen and literary skill, Adams 
wrote one of the best — probably the very best — of the books in the 
series. He called his 400-page volume Provincial Socuty, 1690‘1763. 
All the critics accorded it high praise, a fact in which he took pride 
because the other authors, with two exceptions, were academic men.** 
He used to say he felt like a white blackbird in a fiock,'or a fly m amber. 

He liked also to insist that he wrote the book mainly from original 
sources, and aithot^h he used few manuscript a>llectiotu^ this was a 
valid claim. At that time secondary accotints of life in the cobnies 
were rare and scattered. A few monographs as good as L. V. Lock¬ 
wood’s Colonied Furniture or Elizabeth MdZSlellan’s Historic Dress; a 
few w(»rks on manners and customs as ^vigorous as Esther Singklon’s 
Social New York Under the Georges; one remarkabte diary, diat of 
Samuel Sewall; two good economic treatises, those of W. B. Weeden 

** The exceptions were two journalists, Ida M. Tarbell, The Nationalieing of 
Busiaess, and myself. The Emergence of Modem America. Both of us were 
hamper^ by confinement to a dosen years. 
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on New England and P. A. Bruce on Virginia; the captivating travels 
of ’William Byrd; and, of course, the writings of John Woolman, 
Cr£vecoeur, and Benjamin Franklin — these came near exhausting the 
list of valuable books. Adams properly characterized the volumes of 
Alice Morse Earle on hoQie life, child life, and other social topics as 
‘^delightful.’* His wide reading, however, had familiarized him with 
many of the best articles upon colonial history, and with old travels and 
memoirs. He knew the great official compilations like the printed Ar- 
chives of Pennsylvania, New Jersey, and Maryland, and the Records or 
Provincial Papers of Connecticut, New Hampshire, and North Caro* 
lina. He also knew where letters of warm human interest might be 
found in scattered places. 

His method was to buy as many books as he could for use in Bridge* 
hampton, borrow others from libraries within reach, and make up lists 
of newspapers, collections of manuscripts, and rare monographs to be 
searched duriz^ three or four winter months in Washington. Micro¬ 
filming in its infancy. He never then or later employed a research 
assistant, for he alone could identify what was important to him. But, 
following a full outline that he gradually perfected, he got through 
huge masses of material rapidly and efficiently. 

While in the midst of his researches, working in the Library of Con¬ 
gress, he got word that his father had suffered a stroke. Ten days later 
the elder Adams was dead.*” “My sister and I,” writes Adams, “came 
back to New York for my father’s funeral, and then on our way back to 
Washington stopped for two weeks at Annapolis, where I wanted to go 
through two thousand issues of the Maryland Gazette for my book. 
The library was in the State House, and the old librarian fortunately, 
like myself at the time, smoked a pipe. I spent two weeks all alone with 
him, as nobody else came in, going through the papers.’’ It will be seen 
that he relied heavily upon colonial newspapers. Various digests and 
abstracts existed. “The student, however,’’ he writes in the bibliograph¬ 
ical essay in Provincial Society, “can substitute nothing for a study of 
the original papers themselves.’’ 

The most impressive characteristics of Protdncial Society, neverthe¬ 
less, were neither thorou^mess of research nor novelty of facts. They 
were the acuteness of its generalizations and the finish of its style. 

” '*I had taken my father and lister to Washington for the winter,** Adams 
wrote Isaiah Bowman. “About four weeks ago my father had a stroke vdilch 
left him paralyzed and unable to speak. . . . Happily for him my father lived 
only nine days, for a recovery was out of the question and he had always 
dreaded a long illness.’* '(Febnuury 18, 1923). 
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Plainly, Adams had thought more deeply upon his subject than other 
historians, and he brought more valuable conclusions to light. He 'was 
not a narrative and descriptive historian alone, but a philosophical 
historian; in his limited field he had some of the qualities not only of 
Macaulay and Parkman, but of Lecky. As ^r style, his touch was al¬ 
most as graphic as that of the elder Trevelyan. 

He distinguished three periods of cultural growth in the English 
colonies between 1690 and the end of the Seven Years’ War. The first 
showed a civilization of transplanted character. Most of its features 
were copied directly from England, and lost something in crossing the 
Atlantic. Medicine, for example, was much below the condition of that 
science in Europe; education and literature were far feebler. This 
period came to an end with the Peace of Utrecht, which made possible 
the expansion of both land and the maritime frontiers. When this im- 
p>orted culture lost vitality, a period ensued that was marked by decline 
and disintegration. The settlers lost touch with Europe, society grew 
rougher, and the easy profits of commerce, fur trading, and land ex¬ 
ploitation generated a materialistic temper. Fortunately, however, 
some substantial towns developed; contacts between colonies became 
easier as roads and ports were built; and the English stock was enriched 
by the immigration, of Scots, Irish, Germans, French, and other ele¬ 
ments. With the growth of a variegated population came a quickening 
of thought evinced by newspapers, colleges, travel, the Great Awaken¬ 
ing, and science. 

Adams illuminated his exposition of these successive phases of growth 
by special generalizations. He drew original deductions, for example, 
concerning the way in which the concern for physical well-being on the 
frontier impaired the integrity of folk art. He laid down dear deduc¬ 
tions upon the social and economic foundations of the growing sectional 
animosities among the Northern, Middle, and Southern colonies. He 
explained how a rising tide of radicalism, economic in origin, gave birth 
to spedal types of politicians and political machinery. Yet an increas¬ 
ing colonial solidarity in defiance, of England was also emeiging, and 
upon this—“the fateful foreshadowing of the eventual rupture of the 
empire”—he made other philosophical observations. 

When the book brought a shower of favorable reviews, with new 
honorary degrees and some suggestions of teaching positions that he 
did not feel equipped to accept, Adams could have no doubt as to its 
success. Although it did not sell widely, it confirmed among scholars 
and the more intelligent readers his reputation as an exceptionally able 
historian. 
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However, he always felt unfairly treated in that he received only 
$1,000 for so distinguished a volume. This barely met his out-of-pocket 
costs. The . Macmillan Co. published it. He wrote the able Geoi^e P. 
Brett, head of the American branch of that house, pointing out that 
Harper Brothers had paid contributors to the American Nation Series 
much better. Brett replied that one reason he could not pay more was 
that Fox and Schlesinger had demanded such large editorial fees. This 
did not satisfy Adams, who had been told by Fox that the reason they 
paid so little was that Macmillan asked such large guarantees against 
loss! “Somebody fumbled the truth,” Adams later commented. The 
American Life Series seemed more risky at the outset than it was, and 
both editors and publisher had some reason for their initial prudence. 
Later, as the university world expanded, it had a wide circulation as a 
basic library set. Whether the compensation to authors should have 
been increased when the set sold well year after year is an unanswered 
question. 


Marriage and English Residence 

His war experiences, bis New England trilogy, and his Provincial 
Society had left Adams feeling tired. The doctor advised a rest. I re¬ 
member that about this time he looked as if he needed it and that he 
told me he had agreed to take his sister Amy abroad as soon as he 
finished his book. At that point fate intervened. Seized one day with 
an acute pain in his right side, he went to the Southampton hospital 
for examination. The sequel he has related in his manuscript upon 
family history: 

About five o’clock, after the X-rays had all been developed, the surgecm 
told me that I had to have the darned appendix out. I said that 1 had prom¬ 
ised to take my sister to Europe, and could I go? His answer was that 1 might 
get caught half-way across the ocean, and I had better have it done before 
I left; to which I replied that if I had anything to do, 1 wanted to do it right 
away, and could he take it out in the morning? He said that his operating day 
was filled, but that if I would come right in and get ready he would take me 
over at 7:30 in the morning. So I drove my car back to Biidgehampton, 
packed my bag, and settled in. He got me a room and a day nurse, but was 
having trouble in getting a night nurse. He said that the best nurse in the 
hospital was a young Miss Seely, and he would see what he could do. Miss 
Seely said she was tired, did not want any more night duty, and did not want 
a man for a patient, but that as a matter of professional duty she would take 
the case if he could not get anyone else. He wanted Miss Seely for me, and 
so called back to her that he could not get anybody else, and Miss Seely was 
my nurse that first night after the operation. 
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This was the night of November 22-23, 1923 — a date t^t Adams 
never forgot, for it opened a new chapter in his life. 

It was a successful operation. Recovering rapidly, Adams and his 
sister went to England, France, and Italy as they had planned. But he 
came back to a world that had changed for him. For the first time in 
his life he had fallen deeply in love! —and'he hoped that Miss Seely 
might reciprocate his feeling. 

The next two years, 1924-25, were the most disturbed in Adams’s 
life. A confirmed bachelor, he found himself, well into his forties, 
ardently attached to a girl of limited literary background half his age. 
He ccmcluded that he could never be happy without her; yet he was 
not certain he could be satisfied in a married state, or make her happy. 

A restless perplexity mastered him. His father's death, his increasing 
immersion in scholarly writing that required use of large libraries, a 
sense that he ought to be near magazine offices and publishing houses, 
and the winter loneliness of eastern Long Island, led him soon after 
his return from Europe to sell his Bridgehampton cottage. He went to 
live at the Yale Club, engaging Room 1313; his sister went to live in a 
hotel. He hated club life, and missed his sister’s companionship. For 
several months he sank into such dejection and melancholia that he 
consulted a psychiatrist in New York. The advice of this expert to 
enter a sanatorium in Washington, Connecticut, and sort out colored 
yams, almost reduced Adams to despair. When during a single week 
a man occupying the fourteenth-floor room above him jumped out of 
the window, a man in the Hotel Commodore across the street did the 
same thing, and the occupant of a room in the Biltmore close by chose 
the same exit from life, Adams felt shaken. “My own mind was in such 
a condition that I thought I might follow,” he writes. 

Fortunately, he took a grip upon himself. In this process Miss Seely 
was invaluable. A young woman of poise, character, and brains, she 
assisted him to find himself. They debated the question of marriage 
coolly, sensibly, earnestly — and with increasing attachment. They 
went to the theatre, made coimtry excursions, and visited musexims, 
sharing each other’s discoveries — for neither had ever taken much 
time for such recreation. They attended church together. When they 
were apart Adams wrote her long letters — letters narrative, descrip¬ 
tive, philosophical, such as he had never written to anyone before ex¬ 
cept his old Brooklyn schoolmate and crony, Ed Schermerhora.** Grad¬ 
ually he recovered much of his poise. 

**Many of Schermerhom’i letters that friend, in grief after Adams’s death, 
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Meanwhile, three of Adams’s close friends gave him what aid and 
comfort they could. One was Mark Antony De Wolfe Howe, a scholar 
with wide interest in letters, history, and life, an entertaining compan¬ 
ion whose witty talk was given flavor, like Charles Lamb’s, by an engag¬ 
ing stutter, and the most genially lovable of men. Another was Worth¬ 
ington G. Foitl, an authorily on American and especially New England 
history, and a man of the world, whose travel, reading, and associations 
made him highly stimulating. Both were much his seniors. I was the 
third friend, now one of the editors of that great but ill-fated journal, 
the New York World, and some twelve years his junior. To the three 
of us Adams, in deep emotion, for he was a man of sensitive and can¬ 
did feeling, repeatedly explained his nervous prostration. 

Such advice and -sympathy as we could give helped him clamber out 
of his psychological slough and find a firm path. A letter from Mark 
Howe, written at the right moment in just the right spirit, was partic¬ 
ularly efficacious. All three of us urged him to end his ridiculous 
dependence upon his sister, a jealously possessive woman, and at once 
follow his own impulse — which was to marry Miss Seely. He and she 
could make a new life completely their own. Though she had her own 
uncertainties, her poise and common sense helped immeasurably. And 
the fact that Adams was now finding many acquaintances in the liter¬ 
ary and academic worlds encouraged him to strike forward boldly. 

A minor occurrence helped turn the scale. Always fond of children, 
he had taken pleasure in watching the growth of the teen-age daughter 
of a Wall Street associate and his cultivated wife, who lived in a 
gloomy apartment on 125th Street, then an increasingly undesirable 
part of town. Adams suggested that they seek a brighter home in 
Brooklyn. He helped them look about, until at Two Grace Street, 
overlooking the harbor, they found a five-room apartment with ample 
sunshine and fresh air, less expensive than the uptown flat and closer 
to Wall Street 

In this search Adams had become fascinated by a small apartment 
that seemed just what he himself needed. It had five compact rooms, 
with views of the East River and harbor and beyond them the fine New 
Jersey sunsets. He had promptly gotten his furniture and hooks out of 
storage, and settled down to makeshift housekeeping, tidying his own 
quarters and cooking most of his own meals. He could boil or scramble 


unfortunately destroyed. But b> this time Schermerhom had ceased to be 
close to J. T. A. As he wrote Mrs. Adams later, the period of their greatest 
intimacy had been from 1S96 to 1920. 
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eggs, broil a filet mignon, and bake sweet potatoes Southern style. On 
this limited fare he subsisted for some months. 

Adams had joined Arthur Schlesinger, Sr., and me at the World 
offices, high in the Pulitzer Building dome over Park Row, on Friday, 
October 12, 1925, when we three talked about the general requirements 
of the History of American Life. As four of the men who were assigned 
volumes, including Adams and myself, finished them at about the same 
time, these four books appeared almost simultaneously. Late in May, 
1926, he had startled me by a letter announcing that he had given 
up his beloved Bridgehampton cottage. “I have sold my place,” he 
wrote, “at a very low figure, and expect to move my belongings, all too 
many, to town next week. I shall be at the Yale Club from Jtme 5th 
onward.” This was just when most people were thinking of moving to 
rustic shades, not away from them. Not until he arrived in town did I 
learn, in a talk with him at the Century Club, that the parting from his 
sister and sale of his house were connected with the queer emotional 
upheaval that had seized him. The Yale Club address had shortly given 
way to the little flat at Two Grace Street in Brooklyn. 

Already the shadow of Kathryn Seely, if anything so bright can be 
called a shadow, was then falling across his relations with his friends. 
We had felt it coming. As his letter writing was diverted more and 
more largely to her, and to the general correspondence growing out of 
his books and magazine articles, he would write Mark Howe and me 
less frequently. We could only guess that he was pouring out his feel¬ 
ings to her fully and freely. Sometimes he would begin a letter to Kay 
on Monday, and continue it by daily installments until he mailed it on 
Friday. Even in the beginnings of his courtship he had given her the 
best of his heart and mind. 

“We have tried to be serious and real friends,” he wrote her, “and 
we both want always what is best for the other, and we will both try to 
help the other the best we can.” He had advised her upon her small 
investments. He had given her injunctions upon reading, and been 
delighted when she appreciated books he liked, such as The Cloister 
and the Hearth. He sent her an article upon Joseph Conrad in the 
English Bookman because it contained a photograph of the novelist, 
his wife, and their small son at tea, writing: “There is scanething about 
the picture of the three in the peace of that room that appeals to 
something deep in me.” 

And he threw out bits of philosophy. “The more I think of the mar¬ 
riage relation,” he observed apropos of the wedding of two Long Island 
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friends, “the more it seems to me to come back to the fundamental 
mistake of regarding it as two lives running parallel, each trying to get 
what they can, instead of looking at it as one life made up of both, 
each sacrificing something and contributing something. But then, I am 
an old bachelor.” "• 

Later, his wife used to assert, with a twinkle in her merry blue eyes, 
that it was his atrocious cooking that threw him across the line into 
matrimony. This accusation he denied, declaring that the night they 
were married he cooked the dinner. At any rate, as he came back to a 
normal and happy view of life, everything was settled. He and Kay 
were serenely married on January 18, 1927, by a Presbyterian clergy¬ 
man whom both knew, Ed Schermerhom serving as best man; and 
when he brought his bride to Grace Street, they made plans for the 
future full of confident hopes. Here he began working with renewed 
energy, and preparing once more to go abroad. 

His marriage of course swept him into another world. Two weeks 
after the ceremony he took his wife abroad, crossing to England on the 
White Star liner Olympic. It was a cold, stormy voyage, half the pas¬ 
sengers were seasick, and some bad lobster gave Kay a touch of pto¬ 
maine poisoning that kept her in her birth. She had hung up all her 
frocks. “As we got near to Southampton,” writes Adams, “I was won¬ 
dering about two things. One was how I would get her ashore, and the 
other was how I would attend to the packing of all her clothes, for 1 
had never seen so much feminine garb. We finally made it, and got 
into the Southwestern Hotel. It was a rainy day; I think it always is 
there.” He worried a little about her response to English life, for he 
now intended a division of time between Britain and America. 

England initially depressed her. The provincial hotels, first in South¬ 
ampton and then Hindhead, were a shock with the single hall-and-stair 
carpet in red and blue, the little coal fire in a grate in their room in¬ 
stead of central heating, the boiled potatoes and soggy brussels sprouts, 
and the eternal rain. It was a shock to see navvies and other laborers 
who were obviously Britons; like many another American, Kay had 
thought of Englishmen as always wearing finely tailored suits with 
watch chains and always being deep in professional talk — it was only 
“foreigners” who did rough work. But once, arrived in London, she 
took heart. The rain let up; the Burlington Hotel was bright as ever; 
and they soon found a comfortable furnished apartment — a “service 
flat” — at 11 Palace Court, just off Kensington Gardens. At first they 
contented themselves with one floor, but when the one just below fell 
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vacant they took it also, thus gaining what New Yorkers called a du¬ 
plex apartment. Possessing a dining room of their own where meab 
were served, they did not have to bother with servants. “I was begin¬ 
ning to make more money from my hard work,” Adams explains, “for 
the public liked my stuff.” ^ 

Before long Kay began to think London more attractive than New 
York, a view with w'hich Adams quite agreed. In time, she came to 
regard England as home, and to feel nostalgia whenever they went 
away. Any alien staying in London for sixty consecutive days had to 
report to the police in Bow Street, and Adams, paying taxes to the 
United States and the State of New York, feared that if he seemed too 
clearly domiciled in Britain he might have to pay income tax there also. 
He therefore took his wife to Paris for a few days every two months. 
As they settled down, he found that he could work as advantageously 
in London as in America. They contentedly kept the two pleasant 
floors at 11 Palace Court for five or six years, making occasional trips 
back to the United States. Tliis part of London was especially con¬ 
genial, and when they moved it was to 61 Holland Park not far away, 
where they remained until the final return to the United States in 
1936. The last two years in London they had also a summer place at 
Goring Heath in Oxfordshire. 

These English years were a period of grim, stem application to work. 
Adams, without any editorial position or university professorship, had 
to wring all his income out of literary work. Seeking no foundation 
grant, he met all his research costs himself. One book after another 
was rapped out on the little Corona typewriter with which he toiled 
endlessly, each title requiring intense application over long months. 
To anticipate our story, his volume The Adams Family, suggested to 
him by Ellery Sedgwick,*^ emerged from the press in June, 1930. His 
still more successful book The Epic of America appeared in September, 
1931, and was followed by two volumes of factual history, The March 
of Democracy, in 1932-33. The brief, sketchy, but at points penetrat¬ 
ing Henry Adams appeared in 1933. Then came a piece of interpreta¬ 
tive history on slavery, the abolitionist and free-soil movements, and 
the Civil War, Americans Tragedy (1934). Writing these half-dozen 
volumes in six years would have been a remarkable feat, but at the 
same time Adams was sending a stream of articles to the Atlantic, 
Harper*s Monthly, Scribner^s, the Forum, and other leading magazines, 
and gathering the best pieces together in two volumes. Our Business 

■ " So Edwin Weeks, close to Sedgwick on the Atlantic Monthly, informs me. 
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Civilization: Some Aspects of America (1929), and The Tempo of 
Modem Life (1931). 

All this work did not prevent him from making important English 
friendships. Those with Francis W. Hirst, lately editor of the EconU 
mistf G. P. Gooch, the historian, and James Findlay Muirhead, con¬ 
nected first with Baedeker’s and then the Blue Guides, were the most 
important. Meanwhile, he not only maintained his old American 
friendships, but lengthened the list. In London he saw something of 
the American embassy staff, and particularly of David Finley, a man of 
taste and ability whom Ambassador Mellon had brought over from the 
Treasury Department. Characteristically, he pulled no strings to get 
into any London club. He was not a clubbable man. He did buy a 
membership in the London Library, however, which was convenient in 
St. James’s Square, and offered invaluable lending facilities from its 
wealth of old books. 

These were years of systematic travel, which Adams had always en¬ 
joyed, and now found more stimulating because he regarded it impor¬ 
tant in the education of his young wife. Her fascination in ^tish and 
Continental life, in old towns and natural scenery, and in museums, 
art galleries, and concert halls, never ceased to delight him. Vienna 
with its concerts and opera, and Rome with its ruins, palaces, and 
ecclesiastical pomp, they found especially interesting. These were years, 
too, of certain large projects; of literary plans and expectations, some 
of them commercially profitable while others vanished like pricked 
soap bubbles. The projects of course had to be evolved or abandoned 
in company with publishers. His original coimection with Little, Brown 
and its associate the Atlantic Monthly Press was fortunate, not primar¬ 
ily in its business results, though they were satisfactory, but in the dis¬ 
tinction that the firm and the monthly, so important in literary history, 
lent to his name. He was fortunate also in his shortlived association 
with the ebullient young publisher Charles Boni. 

Not a few American writers, from Benjamin Franklin to Henry 
James and Stephen Crane, have done some of their best work in En¬ 
gland. Adams always valued his residence in London for its quiet, its 
freedom from social and journalistic harassments, and above all, as he 
often told me, for a detached perspective in viewing America that was 
as valuable in writing history as in his magaaine commentaries. He had 
soon brought to London all his furniture and books. His library con¬ 
tained about 1,500 volumes for which he had no further use, and it 
pleased him that two friends, J. F. Muirhead, then past eighty, and 
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Sir Frederick Pollock, at ninety, immediately placed them with London 
University. 

Both he and Kay delighted in Cockney humor. One day he heard a 
Communist haranguing an audience in Hyde Park, with a policeman 
standing beside him to preserve order. Whcn'the man got through, the 
bobby said to the crowd, “Now ail of you who want to march on 
Buckingham Palace and break the windows, fall in line!” The crowd 
guffawed. Another time, staying in a hotel and realizing just before 
dinner that he had no way of opening his bottle of Scotch, he dashed 
out and demanded of the policeman on the comer: “Officer, can you 
tell me where I can get a corkscrew?” The policeman, busy directing 
traffic, replied without a glance, “That sounds inviting; try the chem¬ 
ist’s across the street”— and went on guiding traffic. 

Several times when I visited him I found him perfectly contented, 
fond of the city, the decent, courteous people, and the quaint curiosi¬ 
ties about him. Once, combating the notion that the British were 
unpoetic, he took me to a large tmnk of beechwood standing in Ken¬ 
sington Gardens carved with various Peter Pan creations: elves, 
gnomes, birds, wee animals, and other objects that delighted children. 
What other city, he asked, could offer such a medley of grace and 
fantasy? 

Adams set down his reasons for liking London life in an article in 
the Atlantic for October, 1927, called “Home Thoughts from Abroad.” 
After a couple of months spent in rambling about Italy and France, he 
found the “perennial and inexhaustible charm” of the great metropolis 
as fresh as ever. He deplored the fact that Devonshire House had 
been tom down, that beautiful Dorchester House had been sold, and 
that the Adelphi, with its dignified mansions above and gloomily 
mysterious arches below, faced an uncertain future. But then London 
had been incessantly changing since the Romans founded it 2,000 years 
before, and the modem life of the town remained singularly stkble. 
“London still seems to me in most ways the most civilized, as it, is un¬ 
questionably the greatest, of the cities of men.” Here, more than in 
New York or Paris, the dweller might feel that he stood at the cross¬ 
roads of all the world’s chief highways. He was in the capital of a land 
whose interests were still imperial, whose business in merchandise or 
banking was international, and which had hardly a family without 
some member in a faroff comer of the commonwealth or outside world. 
Then, too, London was the most homelike of great cities. Its wealth 
of small houses, its numerous wide parks with trees, lawns, and cricket. 
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its many squares and gardens, and general quiet, all appealed to him. 
At times he seemed cribbed, cabined, and confined, but in general he 
felt he was in what Henry James called the right place. 

‘‘One recalls the picture in Punch of an American motorist driving 
his car at seventy miles ar# hour while a man at the roadside calls out, 
‘Remember this is an island!’ ” 

A still more charming essay upon the same theme Adams sent to the 
Yale Review under the title “Kensington Gardens and Lafayette 
Square.” He spoke with special appreciation of the leisure and lack of 
friction he found in London. He had discovered the time and inclina¬ 
tion to do ail sorts of study and cogitation that he could not do in New 
York. “It has not been without surprise that I find myself re-reading 
Goethe’s Faust, Marcus Aurelius, Epictetus, Sophocles, Aeschylus, 
Shakespeare, and other books that seemed never likely to leave their 
shelves again at home.” He had come insensibly to feel himself a part 
of the whole stream of western European civilization from the Greeks 
onward. It was as though a turbulent flood, carrying the flotsam and 
jetsam of useless struggles, had subsided and left uncovered again the 
landscape of the human heart. On his table lay Robert Bridges’ new 
volume The Testament of Beauty. “And so, I step out on my balcony 
and wonder, as I look over the lawns and trees of Kensington Gardens, 
how it will seem when in a few weeks I am again only one of the mil¬ 
lion scurrying ants in Times Square, a transitory spark in the blast 
furnace of American prosperity. . . . What, after all, is the best use 
to make of this dream we call life? The dusk has fallen. The curtains 
are drawn. The fire glows, and I turn to The Testament of Beauty** 

That some Britons shrank from Americans in the mass Adams ac¬ 
knowledged. Their distrust, he explained, did not rest on the noisiness 
of vulgar Yankee tourists, on resentment of American demands for 
repayment of war debts, or on memories of old wars. As in other 
European countries, it was based mainly upon a fear of the Americani¬ 
zation of Europe. And Adams indicated that as he watched the stan¬ 
dardization of taste in America by mass production, mass advertising,' 
and the mass media, he shared this uneasiness. “Of what use to travel 
three thousand miles from New York to San Francisco if for the most 
part one sees only the same kind of people, reads the same comic strips 
and syndicated news columns, talks the same shop, and sees the same 
city architecture?” This cry Adams was to repeat in other articles. 
He balanced his essay, however, by writing that he would not stay to 
live in England, and that as he looked at the tailored Warwickshire 
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landscape he felt a nostalgia for some rough Vermont hillside or 
homely Carolina fishing village. Above all, he missed the contact with 
a great, erratic, fast-growing people carrying out one of the greatest 
experiments in history. 

On first arriving in England he was uneasy about expenses. He and 
his sister no longer shared their incomes, and marriage had doubled 
his expenses. He did too much of the hack work just mentioned — 
sketches for the Dictionary of American Biography, reviews for the 
New York Sun, whose literary pages were now briefly conducted by 
Henry Hazlitt, and a professional scrutiny of the historical material in 
a weekly radio program that was being presented by the DuPont Cor¬ 
poration. These jobs dulled his palm, but brought in money that he 
quite unnecessarily feared he might need. 

For business and family reasons he and Kay had to visit America 
regularly. Near the end of his life he computed that he had crossed 
the Atlantic thirty-six times, sixteen of them on the Aquitania, his fa¬ 
vorite ship, and ten of them on the Berengaria. After retiring from 
business he never went beyond the Alleghenies. Britain he of course 
knew thoroughly, traversing it from Cornwall and Devon to Edinburgh 
until he could describe almost any part of it. At one time he traced his 
own genealogy back to Northamptonshire, the county from which the 
Adamses of Massachusetts had come. He momentarilyconsidered buy¬ 
ing a house there. “It would have been interesting to carry the family 
line full circle,” he told me, but he saw objections, and drew back. 

In France he became especially fond of Chartres, visiting it in all 
kinds of weather, and concluding that the stained glass of the cathedral 
was best on dark days. He and Kay repeatedly wandered up and down 
Italy, from Milan to Naples. He always recalled one amusing incident 
of a drive they took around Sorrento and Amalh to Paestum to see the 
beautiful Greek temples. The cliffs, the blue bay, the sunny sky, and 
the ruins enchanted them, so that Kay exclaimed: “It is so beautiful it 
almost hurts!” Next moment the pain was relieved. They rounded a 
comer to a little inn kept by an Italian who had obviously lived in New 
York, and who had posted a sign: “Americans, Stop Here. Hot Dogs!” 

He also recalled with amusement the speech he heard one evening 
in Paris from a chief functionary of their hotel. They had just arrived 
from Rome by the Blue Train and had seen no newspaper. The man¬ 
ager was sitting utterly crushed, with his head in his hands. When 
Adams asked what was the matter, he exploded: “This is a terrible 
day for France — a terrible day. The king of Jugoslavia landed at 
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Marseilles and was assassinated! They will say nobody is safe in France 
for five minutes. But worse still! The Fiat Automobile Company was 
giving a banquet at my hotel tonight, and has cancelled it Sixteen 
thousand francs! A terrible day for France!” 

Eight times the Adanflses visited Holland for short holidays. Once 
they went to Czechoslovakia, once to Scandinavia, and repeatedly to 
Switzerland. As he had to economize time, much of the travel was by 
car, using a chauffeur who knew the roads and langus^e. Adams had a 
sense of humor that brightened all his trips. He liked to sit in bars 
listening to the talk; he liked to inspect old houses, churches, and 
tombstones. “I remember in one little graveyard of a village,” he 
writes of Devon, “reading a long inscription to some local celebrity, 
who had apparently occupied almost all the favored positions in the 
village, and the inscription ended with a cryptic note that the gentle¬ 
man was ‘conservative in his morals.’ I have often wondered what sort 
of old boy he was.” 

In their English wanderings they had only two unpleasant experi¬ 
ences. Once a galloping herd of wild ponies almost forced him and 
Kay over the edge of a cliff in Cornwall. Another time, in Torquay, 
he had what he honestly thought an encounter with the supernatural. 
He several times told the story with earnestness to me and other close 
friends, and finally set it down in “An American Family.” He, Kay, 
and his sister were staying at one of the large hotels, where he and his 
wife occupied a comer room, with his sister next door. “As dawn was 
just breaking I happened to wake, and I saw a figure of a young 
woman in the air about two feet above my bed. She was dressed in 
pale gray with a scarf around her head and neck very much like the 
portrait of Beatrice Cenci. She was very pretty and looked down at 
me, and I looked at her without any fear, but as 1 was looking at her, 
she just floated out through the closed window.” 

At breakfast he remarked that the most extraordinary experience had 
befallen him during the night. His sister at once interrupted him, say¬ 
ing she had been frightened by the same weird occurrence. She had 
awakened suddenly with a vision of someone in the room; she was 
paralyzed with fear, but finally mustered enough courage to turn on 
the bed light, and kept it on. Adams later wrote his English cousin in 
Devon about the incident, and the story reached the niece of Lord 
Lloyd, who had been governor-general of Egypt She exclaimed that 
she and her uncle had been staying at this very hotel some years earlier, 
and she wrote Adams what had happened. Late one morning she had 
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walked down the staircase, in broad daylight, to join her unde for a 
walk. “As I went down I saw the woman in a gray dress, as you de¬ 
scribe, coming up the stairs, and stepped aside to let her pass, but 
looked at her because her costume was so unusual. When she got 
directly opposite me she completely vanished, and 1 told my imcle I 
would not stay in that house another minute.” 

Among important persons whom Adams met in England was the 
Prince of Wales, who came to a farewell reception given by Lady Astor 
in 1933 for the retiring ambassador, Andrew Mellon. When Adams 
remarked that he had sent the Prince a copy of the Epic, the Prince 
replied: “My God, are you the man who wrote that book? I have 
read it all through!” Later Adams thought that the Prince had been 
flushed with drink, while Kay declared he had been extremely pale, a 
conflict of evidence that interested him as a historian.®® Once he met 
Prime Minister Baldwin, who remarked that his recipe for an English 
leader was “to abhor logic and grow the hide of a rhinoceros.” After 
lunching witli Sir John Simon at the Athenaeum, just as Mussolini was 
about to send his troops into Abyssinia, he came away with a most 
unpleasant impression of the man. Simon had predicted flatly that 
Mussolini would content himself with seizing a mere border strip of 
Abyssinia, and had stated his emphatic opinion that the United States 
did not need a larger navy than Japan’s. “From our conversation I 
thought that Sir John was perhaps the worst Foreign Minister whom 
England has ever had.” 

Adams several times met Harold Laski, “whom I intensely disliked,” 
he writes, without quite explaining why. But when Austen Chamber- 
lain asked him to lunch to talk about Anglo-American affairs and the 
war debts, Adams was pleased to And they were in complete agreement 
on both subjects. Philip Snowden struck him as equally sensible, and a 
man of extraordinary courage. John Buchan pleased Adams by his 
unassuming manners, tremendous energy, and warm feeling for the 
United States. Sir Philip Gibbs was another friend; “a very sweet and 
kindly man, although in my opinion rather too much a pacifist.” 
Worthington C. Ford, supervising from Paris the reproduction of a 
large body of Europ>ean manuscripts concerned with American history, 
under a program financed by the Rockefeller Foundation and con¬ 
ducted by the American Historical Association, repeatedly came over 

** This was the brief version Adams gave me, but see the Correspondence for 
a fuller account. 
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from the Continent to stay with the Adamses. He and Kay liked to 
entertain Britons and Americans together.** 

Altogether, they did not lack good company. Yet his best friends 
were still those in the United States, a lengthening list. Among the new 
names were Cordell Hull, his “one really good and more or less inti¬ 
mate friend” in the Roosevelt Cabinet, and Mrs. Hull. Shortly before 
Hull sailed for the London Economic Conference in 1934 Adams spent 
an evening with him in Washington. “1 asked him just what they were 
going to try to do. He said they were not going to talk tariffs because 
the Americans were not yet ready for that, and were not going to talk 
war debts because Europe was not ready for that, but the one thing 
they were going to try to do was to stabilize the franc, the poimd, and 
the dollar, so that international trade could come alive again.” Return¬ 
ing soon afterward to England, Adams was in London when President 
Roosevelt, supposedly at the instigation of Raymond Moley, took action 
bn gold that turned the conference into a nullity. Hull had been shown 
all the messages by Moley that had passed through the Embassy. One 
evening the Secretary and his wife called on the Adamses. “At the 
moment I have my foot on the Persian silk rug around which we sat,” 
Adams later wrote, “and I have often looked to see if there were any 
holes burned in it from what Hull said about Moley.” 

Some of Adams’s European friends were furious over Roosevelt’s 
destruction of all the hopes centered in the Conference. However, one 
Briton told him: “At least you Americans can be proud of one thing. 
You sent us a very great gentleman at the head of your delegation.” 

Later on, somebody in the Interior Department wrote Adams that 
Secretary Ickes would like to talk to him. The next time he was in 
Washington, Adams made an appointment, called, and after an awk- 

* “We were always having passers-by from America and elsewhere,” he writes 
in “An American Family,” “and our life with them and our London friends 
and the foreign correspondents of newspapers in many countries kept us very 
much alive. Among others who turned up from America I may mention Allan 
Nevins, an old friend, who was with us on a number of different occasions when 
he came over to lecture. He was at our house one day and among the other 
guests were G. P. Gooch, editor of the Contemporary Review, Harold Cal¬ 
lender, European correspondent of the New York Times, and Francis W. Hirst, 
former editor of the Economist. My wife was the only woman. It was a man’s 
dinner, and an extremely interesting one. Finally Gooch pulled out his watch 
and apologized, but said he had an appointment at three and must keep track of 
the time. He found it was then four!” .^dams, Gooch, and Hirst had done 
most of the talking. Another American frequently visiting the Adamses was 
Stephen Bonsai, who had been a war correspondent of the New York Herald 
in ^e Spanish-American War, Boxer rebellion, and other coniBicts. 
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ward silence remarked: “Mr. Secretary, I came here only because I 
was told you wished to see me.” Ickes screwed his head on one side, 
scratched his chin, and blurted out: “God damned if I know what it 
was about!” When Adams showed him the summoning letter he picked 
up an interdepartmental telephone, called a subordinate, and said: 
“Dr. James Truslow Adams is here. What do I want to see him 
about?” A long explanation apparently followed, which Adams could 
not hear. Finally Ickes exclaimed: “Oh, there’s nothing to that,” 
slammed down the receiver, and screwing his head to one side again, 
courteously explained: “That bright young fellow had an idea, but 
there’s nothing to it!” The interview was over. 

All the magazine people for whom Adams wrote in these years were 
Americans, and some of them became warm comrades. Thomas Wells, 
for example, whom the House of Morgan in a financial reorganization 
had helped gain his place as editor of Harper’s Monthly, was highly 
congenial. “He was a very able man, and as it happened, his mind 
and mine clicked exactly.” Henry Goddard Leach, a Philadelphian of 
about Adams’s age who became editor of the Forum in 1923, and 
wanted just tlie kind of essays on public affairs Adams liked to write, 
was another friend. With the brilliant Ellery Sedgwick as editor of the 
Atlantic he got on -famously, but not always with Ellery Sedgwick as 
head of the Atlantic Monthly Press. Brightest of all were his relations 
with “dear old Arthur Scribner,” as he called the publisher who died in 
1932, with Charles Scribner, the equally lovable foimder of Scribner^s 
Magazine, and with Alfred Dashiell, who edited the magazine 1930-36. 
Once when he visited New York Mrs. Arthur'Scribner gave a dinner 
for Adams and his wife. The sequel can be told in his own words: 

On another visit to America two years later we were called up at the hotel 
by someone who asked us to come to dinner to meet certain people. We 
went, and the apartment was a beautiful one with a large living room with an 
open log fire. I stood with my back to it talking to the guests. Suddeilly a 
very tall, distinguished, and beautifully gowned woman came in, and spoke to 
my wife without an introduction. Then she came to me and said it was so 
nice to see me again. I thought, “Who the heck is she?” but realized that she 
was a New York society woman. However, I managed to meet the situation 
until at dinner I found myself sitting next to her, and she returned to the 
attack, saying again, “It is so nice to see you once more.” I gulped, and the 
only thing I could think of was that we had met at the Scribner’s dinner, so 
I took a bold chance, and said: “Oh, yes! I remember so pleasantly meeting 
you at Mrs. Arthur Scribner’s.” She drew herself up, and said: “I am Mrs. 
Arthur Scribner.”** 

*® Slightly condensed from “An American Family.” 
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With one editor and publisher, however, Adams had a special alU< 
ance over a full decade: Wilbur L. Gross, who controlled the Yale 
Review from 1911 until 1939.*^ During most of this period Cross was 
a member of the English Department of Yale and for eight years was 
governor of Connecticut. Along with Walter Lippmann and Alvin 
Johnson, Adams was a member of the advisory board of the Review. 
He was supposed, to go to New Haven for its meetings four times a 
year^ but as his English residence made this impossible he sent a letter 
on the European situation instead, to be published in the magazine. 
Just as after ten years he had thought it fitting to resign from the 
Pulitzer Prize Jury, so after a decade he quit the advisory board. 

He was in no hurry to return to America, for from his fiat at 11 
Palace Court he could keep in fair touch with editors and publishers 
by correspondence. He particularly disliked the idea of going back to 
New York, which he decided was about the worst place in the United 
States for residence, though partially redeemed by its position as the 
metropolis of letters, drama, music, and art. When he did go back, he 
thought Washington would probably be the best residence; but ascen¬ 
dency of the New Deal, down until 1939, changed his views, for he 
formed a deep distrust of Franklin D. Roosevelt. A smaller place would 
suit him better. Yet efforts to get him to settle in Worcester, Massachu¬ 
setts, and Middletown, Connecticut, he swiftly rebuffed. He also re¬ 
jected suggestions that he might teach in Yale or some other university, 
disclaiming either taste or talent for lecturing. When Charles P. Taft 
suggested that he discuss with the family the possibility of executing 
a biography of William Howard Taft, his response was frigid. He 
valued his freedom to travel, write, and otherwise occupy himself as 
he pleased. On a visit to America he wrote V. V. McNitt how much 
he resented “the past weeks fairly nightmarish in enforced activities of 
all sorts.”** 

" Adams owed much also to Helen McAfee, who by 1932 had become man¬ 
aging editor of the Yale Review and was contributing a regulv signed article 
on “Outstanding Novels." Cross, after retiring from Yale in 1930, was an able 
reform governor of Connecticut 1931-39. 

"McNitt, an enterprising and liberal-minded journalist with newspaper 
syndicate experience, founded and edited a shortlived magazine called Mc- 
Naught's to which J. T. A. contributed. Adams had shown disillusionment with 
Washington in 1931, writing hu wife on April 12 that the only theatrical per¬ 
formance in the capital of the U.S.A was “A Magician and his Daughter Jane." 
“Can you imagine the capital of any European country, even Czechoslovakia, 
where that would constitute the entire artistic life of the theatre? There is going 
to be a concert in a couple of weeks, and people are talking of it as a great 
event. Although this is a city of 50Q,000 inhabitanu and the capital of what 
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After the trilogy and Provincial Society his outlook changed, as the 
summary list of his volumes just given shows. He sought broader 
themes, and took less interest in precise scholarship. The aftermath of 
the crash of 1930 also made him more anxious to speak out on the 
issues of the day, and he published an increasing number of articles 
not only in the major monthlies, but the financial press. Current His~ 
tory, and the New York Times Magazine. These essays showed a deep¬ 
ening conservatism, both political and economic. Inflation, the fast¬ 
rising national debt, efforts to redistribute wealth, and social welfare 
legislation all worried him greatly. At the same time he put into his 
papers a good deal of moralizing upon the values of simple living, 
leisure, quiet, and a happy family life, for he feared that the American 
people were abandoning too many of their traditional social standards. 

England was actually in most respects a more radical country than 
the United States, but under Stanley Baldwin it did not seem so. British 
sedateness of temper helped nourish Adams’s increasing conservatism; 
so did British criticism of some New Deal vagaries; so did the troubled 
scene on the Continent as Hitler consolidated his power in the Reich, 
and his partnership with Mussolini; and so did the talk of old Wall 
Street friends whom Adams saw on his return visits. His marriage had 
enhanced his sense of the importance of prudence in an uncertain 
world. It was a changed Adams who celebrated his forty-eighth birth¬ 
day in 1936. But meanwhile he had published scxtne books of sterling 
quality and had gained an international renown. 

The Adams Family Theme and The Epic 

Out of his volumes on New England, his friendship with Worthing¬ 
ton C. Ford, and talks he had with his publisher-friend Albert Boni, 
who hoped that they might eventually bring out a collected edition of 
the writings of Henry Adams, J. T. A. developed a keen interest in 
the Adams family. As a preliminary undertaking, he and Boni con¬ 
cocted a plan for a volume of selections from the massive journal of 
John Quincy Adams, an invaluable record that Charles Francis Adams, 
Sr., had edited in a dozen lai^e volumes (1877). It was strange this 
had not been done before, for the diary is fascinating. The full set was 
too large for a private library, and when obtainable it cost more than 
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a hundred dollars. Moreover, as it contained much dull, outdated ma¬ 
terial, a judicious reduction would vastly improve its appeal. Adams, 
working partly in England knd partly in New York on his condensation, 
had marked the passages he wished to use when he suddenly found 
that another man had earlier glimpsed the same opportunity and an¬ 
ticipated him. This mischance, involving one of his best friends, he 
accepted good naturedly.** 

He then went ahead trying to make arrangements for a collected 
edition of Henry Adams only to Rnd, through much talk and corre¬ 
spondence, how difficult it was to bring into harmony the Adamses of 
Massachusetts and Washington, the Massachusetts Historical Society, 
which had originally published The Education of Henry Adams, in an 
edition of 250 copies for its members (after a tiny early printing in 
1906 by Adams himself), the Institute of Architects, which had pub¬ 
lished MontSaint-Michel and Chartres, the Houghton Mifflin Com¬ 
pany, and young Mr. Boni. 

To J. T. A., as to most historians, the greatest of the Adamses was 
John Quincy Adams. The most challenging and interesting, however, 
was Henry Adams, while other members of the line were fascinating 
and impressive. He and Ellery Sedgwick saw what a rich literary op¬ 
portunity they offered, and his lively book, The Adams Family, ap¬ 
peared in June, 1930.*^ Its success with scholars and the lay public alike 
was immediate. Of all his books this had the strongest human appeal 
and most enduring literary distinction. It also taught the largest public 
lessons, for as J. Franklin Jameson wrote in the American Historical 
Review: “He has produced a book which every intelligent young man 
may profitably read for the splendid examples it presents of manly in¬ 
dependence, enlightened patriotism, and unselfish devotion to the pub- 

was the unwitting anticipator. Adams writes in a reminiscent bit; “I 
had marked all the passages I wanted to use when my friend Allan Nevins came 
over to see me. I told him that I was condensing J. Q. A.’s Diary, whereupon 
he said: ‘Great Scott! 1 have just done that for Longmans, Green & Go., and 
it is already in page proof.’ Monday morning I called up Boni and told him the 
situation.” Boni, who had prmnised an advance of $1,000, with characterstic 
generosity insisted on paying Adanu the whole sum. My edition of the J. Q. A. 
Diary went through several printings with Longmans and then another when 
Scribner’s took it over. At this time Adams and I were helping each other in 
various ways. For example, I did the proofreading of his volume The Adams 
Family for him, he being in London and Little, Brown feeling pressed for time. 
We narrowly escaped an unfortunate duplication of effort. Worthington C. 
Ford, for twenty years editorial head of the Massachusetts Historical Society, 
was dose to some of the Adamses. 

** Alfred R. McIntyre of Little, Brown also claimed credit for suggesting the 
Adams family theme to J. T. A. 
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lie service; and older persons may read it with pride that our history 
has contained lives so rich in the fruits of intelligmce and public spirit” 

Dividing his book into four parts, J. T. A. devoted the first to the 
Revolutionary hero John Adams — not neglecting his spirited wife Abi¬ 
gail; the second to John Quincy Adams, l^ecretary of State, President, 
and in his greatest years a Representative in Congress; the third to 
Charles Francis Adams, Sr., widi emphasis cm his wartime service as 
Minister to Great Britain; and the fourth to Henry Adams and his 
brothers John Quincy, Charles Francis, Jr., and Bremks. In a volume 
of 350 large pages, John Adams received nearly a hundred, and John 
Quincy Adams a bit more. 

The chronicle was full of war, diplomacy, politics, and family drama, 
and J. T. A. made quietly effective use of the most striking episodes. 
They included John Adams and the Affair; John Quincy Adams’s 
battle for the right of petition; the confrontation of Palmerston by 
Charles Francis Adams, Sr., protesting against the supposedly imminent 
escape of the British rams to reinforce the Confederacy; and the intel¬ 
lectual adventures of Henry Adams in the South Seas, England, and 
France. The most spirited historical sections were those dominated by 
John Quincy; the best portraiture was given to Henry. Showing wide 
reading though little original research, the book had consistmit fresh¬ 
ness in its grasp of men and situations, its salty narrative, and its mix¬ 
ture of sympathy and criticism. 

For of course he did not spare the Adamses some sharp criticism. 
The fact that John and John Quincy Adams refused to welcome their 
successors, Jefferson and Jackson, into the White House seemed to him 
the gross breach of courtesy it unquestionably was. J. T. A. did not 
fail to speak of their tartness of temper, their overweening vanity, tiua|( 
readiness to believe that all the world was sometimes in an unfair cem- 
spiracy against their views, their frigidity of demeanor, and tiie dru- 
squerie that Charles Francis Adams, Sr., confessed. They were im- 
bendingly self-conscious until at the end Henry Adams wrote the 
Education in the ironic temper of a poseur, an aristocratic success pos¬ 
ing as a humble failure. Yet in certain great national crises like the ap¬ 
proach to war with France precipitated by Alexander Hamilton in 
1798-1800, the crises initiated by Southern fke-eaters in the late 1830’s 
and 1850’s, the Civil War clashes with the Brititii Foreign Office, and 
the hysteric quarrels of Charles Sumner with Grant and Haii^tcm 
Fidi, the Adamses played, roles of principle, prejudice, and wisdom. 

**A brilliant book,” iviote Marie Howe. "A permanent contribution 
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to historical literature,” declared another friend, Claude M. Fuess. The 
Cleveland Plain Dealer spoke for other commentaton when it asserted 
that the volume could be “recommended without reserve to all lovers 
of biography, of history, of American ideals and traditions.” “It may 
well be that it shall long remain unique in its class,” asserted Jameson, 
“for hardly could be found another American family to which the mode 
of treatment would be appropriate in anything like the same degree.” 
Sedgwick of the Atlantic^ and Alfred R. McIntyre, president of Little, 
Brown, were as pleased as Adams liimself by die large sales and warm 
public applause.’*^ Approbatory letters from members of the Adams 
family increased his satisfaction. 

Unfortunately, the plan for a set of Henry Adam's collected writings 
did not gain family support and came to shipwreck in a way that bit¬ 
terly disappointed him. He and Boni thought of perhaps ten volumes, 
and he did much hard work in searching out a complete body of con¬ 
tents. Worthington G. Ford, just closing his long editorial service with 
the Massachusetts Historical Society, not only encouraged him and lent 
advice, but used his influence with surviving members of the Adams 
family. Nobody knew more about Henry Adam’s work than Ford, who 
had helped bring out the commercial edition of the Education in 
1918, and would soon edit a collection of Letters of Henry Adams IB58~ 
1891 that he had painstakingly gathered. 

“1 see no objection to the plan, and much in its favor,” Ford wrote 
the later Charles Francis Adams who, practising law in State Street, 
was soon to become Hoover’s Secretary of the Navy. He recommended 
J. T. A. as “above criticism in his methods,” adding: “I should strongly 
advise that he be favored by you and the Adams family.” Apart from 
the Education, he argued, no books of Henry Adams were likely to earn 
much in royalties, and publication of a complete set was one hallmark 
of a classic — an honor accorded to very few authors. 

But somewhere among the Adams family, Ferris Greenslet of Hough¬ 
ton, Mifflin, and others, the idea of a properly edited set met a veto. 
On February 6, 1929, Greenslet wrote Albert Boni that he had found 
it impossible to gain audiorization from the family for the inclusion of 
five titles published by Houghton, Mifflin. Boni replied that after all 
the work that J. T. A. had done toward a complete edition, he was 
unwilling to surrender the project \mless an agreement was totally im¬ 
possible; was it a question of the division of royalties? It was not 

* The Atlantic Monthly Press books were published by Litde, Brown & Go. 
in association vdth the Atlantic Monthly Press Company. 
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mainly such a question, replied Greenslet. Some of the interested 
parties had taken a decidedly stiff tone, he explained, adding that their 
stiffness increased the reluctance of Houghton, Mi£9in “to grant to an 
outside publisher a group of distinguished and successful titles which 
represented ... an unusually prolonged campaign of editorial work.” 
The enterprise, Greenslet slyly wait on, might be turned over to 
Houghton, Mifflin, which would assume Boni’s agreements with J. T. A. 
and the various publishers involved, and would then make Boni a 
reasonable compensation for his spade work. Adams and Boni were 
sorely disappointed, and Worthington C. Ford penned some cutting 
remarks about Greenslet. The project had to be dropped, and the 
world never got a useful set in which Adams and Ford would have 
pooled their editorial talents.*® 

Adams had confidently expected this project to succeed. He had 
gone so far as to write a careful'introduction for the collected set; and 
partly to save this from oblivion and partly to furnish Boni with a 
small compensation for his time and planning, he allowed the firm of 
Albert and Charles Boni to bring it out in a handsome illustrated vol¬ 
ume, with a careful bibliography of Henry Adams’s writings. This 
book, dedicated to Worthington C. Ford (1933), he published as the 
only biography of Henry Adams thus far written. It was very far from 
being a satisfactory biography, as he acknowledged, but as a biograph¬ 
ical essay, appreciative rather than critical, it had large virtues. Carl 
Becker, giving it a review later reprinted in Everyman His Own His~ 
torian, commended it highly but at the same time pointed out one ob¬ 
vious shortcoming, the failure to appraise Henry Adams’s efforts to 
devise a scientific approach to history. Becker added: “One would 
like, above all, a less fragmentary and casual, a more resolute attempt 
to formulate a closely integrated psychological interpretation of the life 
and personality of Henry Adams.” This was asking a great deal from 
a short study of a most complicated and enigmatic man. 

In another effort to compensate Albert Boni for his losses in time and 

“ For example. Ford pointed out to J. T. A. the importance of including the 
“Report on Cuba” written by Henry Adams just before the Spanish-American 
War. “It is notorious that the report was his, although it was submitted to the 
Senate by Don Cameron.” Ford to Adams, November 21, 1928. Ford pos-' 
sessed other interesting bits of information not then generally known, such as the 
f^t that Henry Adams had written both of the printed prefaces to the Edueof 
tton, though the first was signed by Henry Cabot Lodge. It is barely possible 
that Ford had suggested the collected edition to J. T. A. Boni brought out a 
neat reprint of Henry Adam’s History, putting the original nine vtdumes into 
four with an introduction by Henry Steele Gommager. . 
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money, Adaxns had earlier given his firm a sheaf of magazine essays to 
publish under the title Our Business Civilization: Some Aspects of 
American Culture (1929). This volume, of whose wretched physical 
appearance he complained — it looked like a dirty red brick — con¬ 
tained some of his best ess^, such as “Jefferson and Hamilton Today,” 
“The Mucker Pose,” and “Home Thoughts from Abroad.” Its assess¬ 
ments of American civilization were astringently critical. Such clinical 
observations upon business, mass culture, national lawlessness at the end 
of the prohibition era, and the luxury-spending at the height of the 
Coolidge-Hoover bull market, were needed and had a healthful effect. 
When the boom broke these ideas seemed outdated. Adams had in¬ 
sisted, however, that they gave but a partial view. The essays dealt only 
with certain aspects of the contemporaneous scene, he protested, and 
those the more sinister, and if he wished he could say as much or more 
about healthy phases of life. Some harsh statements nevertheless stuck 
in men’s memories, such as his untenable assertion: “I cannot see that, 
as a general rule, American imiversities or colleges leave the slightest 
cultural impress upon those who attend them.” 

The collection that followed a little later. The Tempo of Modem 
Life (Boni, 1931), was not quite so good. However, it contained one 
attack upon the refusal of Americans to face unpleasant truths, “Polly- 
anna, Our Patron Gioddess,” which oi:^ht to be reprinted now and 
then, and a comment of enduring historical significance on “Presiden¬ 
tial Prosperity” that was seen to be quite sound after prosperity van- 
ished.‘^ When some of his essays were republished in Britain under the 
title A Searchlight on America, several reviewers remarked that how¬ 
ever severely he castigated certain tendencies in his country, his love for 
her showed in every paragraph; a comment that immensely pleased 
Adams. 

The second spring after he removed abroad, as he prepared to begin 
work on another ambitious book, he suffered a swift crippling illness. 
“My wife and I went to luncheon in New York,” he writes, 

and when I got back I suddenly became the sickest dog in the world. Some¬ 
thing inside of me was coming out everywhere, at both ends and at every 
pore. What had happened was that it was a hot day, and 1 had on a new 
pair of blue socks which had not been washed. There was a little fold over 
my big toe which started a blister, and the dye got in and gave me a strep¬ 
tococcus infection. I was practically unconscious for about three days, when 

" Adams h a d predicted the financial crash of 1930, and the ensuing depres¬ 
sion, in an article in the Outlook in December, 1928, and had made his own 
preparaticms for the collapse. 
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the doctcHT told my wife that 1 should go to the hospital. 1 was there about 
five weeks, and at one stage they gave me only forty-eight hours to live. My 
wife suggested taking my leg off, but the suigeon said it would do no good, as 
the poison had gone through me too much and did not seem to settle. Sud¬ 
denly one day he lodced at me and told the flomr nurse to bring the operating 
table at once. q 

Fortunately, the emergency operation that Adams imderwent was suc¬ 
cessful, and so were two others that followed it. Adams soon began to 
recover, and after two months was hard at work again. 

Hard at work in the free lancer’s grinding routine, for only his litde 
Corona stood between him and the wolf. At the end of August, 1928, 
when he was still too weak to get from Brooklyn to the library to com¬ 
pile a bibliography for his new subject, he confided to Mark Howe how 
much mere journalism took up his time. 

I have written an article specially requested by Harpers and also one of a 
thousand words for a new eight-volume universal history being brought out 
in England and in which the best English scholars are cooperating. It is being 
brought out by the Amalgamated Press of London, one of the subsidiaries of 
the hfty-million dollar publishing corporation formed to take over the enter¬ 
prises of the late Lord Northcliffe. They publish books, magazines, and so on, 
and there seems some chance of my getting work from them in England. 
They offered me $300 for the article, which is better pay than you get for 
similar work in America. 1 expect next to do an article for the Atlantic. 
I wish much that I could think up some editorial job like the -Hamilton and 
Jefferson of last year. . . . That extra $1,000 com^s in very handily! 

If Mark Howe had been frank, he would have protested as strongly 
against $300 hack jobs for the Northcliffe estate as I did; Adams was 
not that poor. The Adams Family was adopted by the Literary Guild 
for mass distribution at a cut rate, with a fair payment to him, and in 
1933 was republished by Blue Ribbon Books at a dollar a copy, again 
with fair compensation. For Our Business Civilization he received an 
advance of $2,000 from Boni, although as Edward Weeks of the At¬ 
lantic Monthly Press pointed out to him, this could be repaid only by 
a sale of 7,000 copies or more. (It approached that figure even before 
its paperback publication in Bonibooks in 1933; and it had an English 
edition under the title Searchlight on America, with an introduction by 
Douglas Woodruff, in 1930). The two little volumes of selections called 
Hamiltonian Principles and Jeffersonian Principles stood on a different 
basis. Little, Brown, who issued both in 1928, had initiated them, and 
according to Weeks they “cost us considerable.” Full of well-chosen 
extracts illustrating their titles, with prefatory essays by Adams, they 
were much above the potboiler level. Little, Brown thought that Albert 
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Boni WBi adopting tactics that gave other publishers a niggardly look, 
but he had every right to do so, and Adams every right to profit by his 
generosity. 

Adams was now meeting recc^ition in other ways. In the autumn 
of 1929 he was nominatec^ to the American Academy of Arts and 
Letters by Nicholas Murray Butler, Wilbur Cross, Robert Grant, Henry 
Van Dyke, and Charles Downer Hazen. Election followed a year later. 
This was an honor he prized. A little later he was elected a Fellow of 
the Royal Society of Literature, a somewhat old-fashioned body that 
went back to Coleridge and Regency days. He was the third American 
to be chosen, and had Owen Wister for companion. Lord Lee of Fare- 
ham sent him the unanimous request of the trustees of the Sir George 
Watson Chsdr of American History, Literature, and. Institutions that he 
lecture on this foimdation at five or six British imiversities, an offer he 
declined. In the summer of 1930 the Harvard Overseers appointed him 
a member of the committee to inspect the Harvard department of his¬ 
tory. Nicholas Murray Butler made him sundry tentative proposals, the 
most important a suggestion that he take some undefined position in 
Columbia, while other universities put out feelers which he rejected. 
Meanwhile, he kept on reviewing books, acknowledging a package, of 
twelve volumes in one lot from Henry Flazlitt, who had transferred his 
talents to the Nation. 

He reviewed partly because he wished to keep abreast of new volumes 
of importance in the American field and partly because he liked to have 
his say upon them. He was read with attention. For example. Ford 
on September 3, 1930, quoted to him a letter from a historian in the 
colonial field saying that the latest number of the New England Quar- 
terly was a circus. “Truslow Adams reviews Morison’s Builders of the 
Bay Colony — and how! It pleased me. Morison reviews Banks’s Win- 
throp Fleet — and how!”®® It was notorious that Adams believed the 
primary motivation of the great Puritan migration to be economic, and 
that Samuel Eliot Morison scoffed at this idea, holding that piety and 

"The New England Quarterly had begun publication in January, 1928. 
Samuel Eliot Morison’s review of Charles Edward Banks’s Winthrop Fleet of 
1630 was severe, but perhaps its most important passage was the statement that 
“the settlement of Massachusetts Bay was due to a series of dissatisfactions with 
England, which centered about religion.’’ Writing Kay from Washington in an 
undated letter of 1931, Adams told her: “In a speech in Boston the other night 
old [G. K.] Bolton said, speaking of how childen should be taught about the 
Puritans, ‘Shall we use the pruning knife of Samuel Eliot Morison or the hatchet 
of James Truslow Adams?’ ’’ Mark Howe had gleefully reported this episode. 
J. T. A. and Morison kept on highly amicable personal terms. 
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idealism held the major place. Ford thought that Adams was right; 
others that he was wrong. 

When Adams came to review Ford’s first volume of Henry Adams’s 
letters, he took especial pains with a 1,200-word paper in the Nation 
because of his affection for his old friend. “There are few men of 
whom I have been so fond or whose company I enjoy more,” he wrote 
Hazlitt of Ford on September 20, 1930, “and I do hope he will even¬ 
tually settle in London, as he says he will.” 

It was a thoroughly tired man who returned from America to 11 
Palace Court that autumn, fagged and nervous after the “New York 
maelstrom.” He found a mountain of correspondence. “This is my 
twiMitieth letter today, and the pile is scarcely diminished,” he WTOte 
me. Almost at once, however, he had to plunge into one of his greatest 
tasks, the composition of The Epic of America, a tour de force that he 
accomplished with astonishing speed. As October began he laid down 
a timetable. He informed Hazlitt that he had only five months before 
the British income tax law drove him to resume his temporary residence 
in America; he wrote Mark Howe that if he could finish the book for 
Little, Brown by March, 1931, he and Kay would cross for two months, 
returning to England in May before the summer rush; and he soon 
sent me exultant word that he was finishing the easier sections of the 
first draft at 10,000 w'ords a week. After he completed a careful out¬ 
line, he found that he had read and thought so much upon the Ameri¬ 
can story that composition was easy.®* His interpretations of national 
life in recent Yale Review papers stood him in good stead; so did his 
familiarity with Tocqueville, Bryce, and other commentators, including 
his friend Muirhead’s America, the Land of Contrasts. By Christmas 
he w'as far along with the book and still writing rapidly. 

As the Epic neared completion, Adams received from the well- 
intentioned Ellery Sedgwick about the worst piece of advice an editor 
ever gave his author. Sedgwick had not read a page of the manuscript. 
He knew’ nothing of it beyond a brief statement of progress that Adams 
had sent to Edward Weeks, and that had elicited Sedgwick’s friendly 
comment: “Your letter to Weeks gives a good picture of what is un¬ 
doubtedly an excellent volume.” However, in a hasty impulse he now 
asked the picture redrawn. 

** It must be remembered that Adams had read widely and thoughtfully for 
years. In writing a paper on Emerson for the Atlantic he came upon an old 
edition of the Essays that he had copiously annotated at the age of seventeen. 
He had also thought for half a dozen years of such a book as the Epic, and had 
assembled some of his ideas. Many of his magazine essays bore in some fashion 
upon the subject. 
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“I know well,” he wrote Adams on January 13, 1931, “that what the 
intelligent public over here really needs is a book which, however ro¬ 
mantic in tone, will yet tell the complete story of the American people 
within the contents of a single volume.” He suggested that by altera¬ 
tions, enlargements, and#, skeletonized table of contents, Adams might 
produce “a sort of Ploetz Epitome of American history.” The well- 
known Ploetz handbook of European history is a tabulation of facts 
and dates drier than the Sahara. .Sedgwick was suggesting that Adams 
forget style, interpretation, and philosophy, to furnish a marketable 
reference work. Such a change of goal, he wrote, would “give definite¬ 
ness to the enterprise.” The definiteness of the abyss! 

Adams was amazed and angered. The plan of a single-volume hu- 
tory of the American people made no appeal to him; the plan of a 
single-volume interpretation of that history attracted him strongly. 
His book would stand or fall not by its facts, but its ideas and style. 
Heartened by the continued success of The Adams Family, he had no 
intention of giving way. Just before Christmas in 1930 Weeks reported 
that the Family had sold 1,900 copies in the first fifteen days of Decem¬ 
ber, that fresh printings and advertising would be required, and that a 
full-page advertisement in the New York Sunday Times book section 
had given it the place of honor. .Adams later told me he sent Sedgwick 
some letters so hot that when the Yale librarian saw them he suggested 
that they be wrapped in asbestos, but this seems to have been an illusion. 

Notifying V. V. McNitt in the autumn of 1930 tliat he had signed 
the lease of a London ser\ace flat for two and a half years, Adams ex¬ 
plained that his heart was still in his native land. “As a matter of fact, 
I am more patriotic in the popular sense than I used to be. I see tlie 
whole sweep of our history more and more clearly.” 

By March, 1931, the 420-page volume was completed. After break¬ 
ing his work for a brief Italian holiday, Adams and his wife were back 
in the United States that month to oversee the passage of the Epic 
through the press. Even before Sedgwick read tlie manuscript he had 
abandoned his cavilling.*** Adams foimd the country gripped by de¬ 
pression, the Hoover Administration in sunken esteem, and book sales 
along with other departments of business falling abysmally. Late in 

*"He abandoned it as soon as several associates examined the manuscript. 
“This last book of yours,” he wrote Adams in an undated letter, “seems to the 
three people who have read it the very top of your performance. As 1 lun shortly 
to go abroad 1 shall have no time even to run o\er it, but here is a book on 
which both hard-boiled and underdone opinion absolutely agree. It it going to 
be a conspicuous success. . . ." 
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August, however, he was cheered by word that the Book-of-the-Month 
Club had adopted his volume for October distribution. Its success was 
certain. The first commercial edition, priced ^t $3, was soon prominent 
in all bookstore windows from the Kennebec to the Sacramento, and 
discriminating friends who received early copies gave Adams a fore¬ 
taste of the praise just ahead. 

“The work is as impressive as it is inspiring,” wrote Worthington C. 
Ford after a careful second perusal. “You have written a book that 
should be recommended — nay, imposed — by every teacher as neces¬ 
sary reading for his students.” 

The central idea of the book was that American development had 
been dominated by a dream, the dream of a better, richer,- happier 
existence for every citizen of whatever rank or condition.^^ That dream 
or hope had been a vital force from the moment the first colonists came 
to Jamestown and Plymouth. It had contributed to the struggle for 
independence, and from the hour when independence was won, every 
generation had witnessed some kind of uprising of the common folk to 
protect the dream from forces that seemed likely to overwhelm and 
dissipate it. “Possibly the greatest of these struggles lies just ahead of 
us at the present time,” wrote Adams, who perceived that the hour was 
striking for drastic politico-economic changes. Ironically, he was to be 
one of their most stubborn opponents when they came. 

By a happy inspiration, Adams began his book with a prologue in 
which, after some geographical generalizations, he described “the re¬ 
turn of Quctzalcoatl,” the conquest of the Aztec kingdom in Mexico by 
Ilernan Cortes, his eleven ships, and his 550 Spanish warriors. His¬ 
panic civilization was transplanted to Mexico and the Caribbean Is¬ 
lands. It flourished, so that 200 Spanish cities and towns soon dotted 
America, the University of Mexico was founded in 1551, and before 
the end of that century vigorous schools of art and literature had 
sprung up. Farther north, however, Indian life was untouched. 
“Meanwhile, unknown to the savages, the English and the Spaniards 
whom they had so often repulsed from their shores had met in fierce 
fight in more ships than the Indians had ever dreamed of, on a narrow 
strait three thousand miles away. By the night of the twentieth of 
July, 1588, the Spanish Armada was in full Right to the English Chan¬ 
nel. The fate of the unwitting North American savages had been 
sealed.” Thus felicitously did Adams set his stage. 

“ He had fought to have his book called The American Dream, but his pub¬ 
lisher had rejected the title on the ground that book buyers would never pay $3 
for a "dream.” 
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Ensuing pages were marked by the same breadth of view. Gompar* 
ing Spanish, French, and British cultures, for example, Adams pointed 
out that the French put their best efforts into religious labors and at¬ 
tempts at converting the savages — efforts that failed because of pov¬ 
erty, paucity of numbers, s^d dispersal of the work of a few heroic men 
over thousands of rugged leagues; that the Spaniards created a ruling 
caste possessing wealth, leisure, and power, cultivating the arts, but 
exploiting the sorrowful Indians; and that the English pursued a mid¬ 
dle road, which gave them a cultural place between the failure of the 
French and success of the Spaniards, but a material achievement 
greater than either rival. In his analysis of English colonial life Adams 
passed with dexterous tread from generalization to generalization. At 
every point he laid emphasis upon the power of environment. In 
colonial New England, for example, two tendencies were constantly at 
war: the demand of the common man to share in the good things of 
life, and the down drag of the wilderness. Hence it was that the ideal 
of at least an elementary education for everybody arose at the same 
time that the education of the higher class declined. Everywhere the 
first frontier set its stamp on America, making hard work a virtue, 
leisure an evil, and wealth won by toil an object of exaggerated 
importance. 

“There was probably not a gentleman of leisure on the continent 
north of Mexico,” ran one of Adams’s pungent sentences, “unless he 
were a jailbird or a redskin.” 

In the eighty pages given to pre-Revolutionary America, Adams 
again struck out one apt conclusion after another, many of them en¬ 
vironmental. Americans became lawless, for example, because while 
they conceded the right of Parliament to make laws, they got into the 
habit of deciding for themselves which laws they would obey. An 
indigenous American culture, with increasing richness of life, sprang 
out of the increasing differentiation between various groups of colon¬ 
ists, the Yankee farmers, the New York merchants, the Virginia plant¬ 
ers. “The New England conscience was not found among the first 
settlers in the South. It would probably not have survived the climate 
even if it had been there.” Benjamin Franklin typified American cul- 
ttue in the middle range, without the depth of the keener New En¬ 
glanders or the humane breadth of the best Southern gentleman. Able, 
versatile, a self-made man in every way, and as completely devoid of 
intellectual disinterestedness as of religious exaltation, he was “ever 
ready to make the best of ever/ situation and, if there were two, of 
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both worlds.” The country in 1770 was as yet without standardkation. 
It was marked by adventurous and colorful variations of life in far- 
scattered regions. But the America of the future was not to spring 
from its many differentiations. “A bit of all of them was to be mingled 
in the melody of the twentieth-century, but. sternly dominant over all 
we hear the stroke, stroke, stroke of the ax on trees, the crash of the 
falling giant — advancing woodsmen making their clearings; Democ¬ 
racy; ‘business,’ ” 

The inevitability of the Revolution Adams fully recognized. In 1776 
the die was cast in imperial relations and in American political philos¬ 
ophy. Yet the Revolution was not bom of any class movement, or 
invincible patriot resolution, or unity of sentiment. “In plain tmth we 
see now that the Revolution was only saved from being an abortive 
rebellion by two factors neither of which could be counted upon in 
1776 — one the character of Washington, and the other the marshal¬ 
ling against England of European powers.” Once the secession of the 
colonies succeeded, a national sentiment had to be developed and a 
glorious past improvised. These needs caused a nation bom in war to 
keep re-stirring the embers of the conflict. “It had been fought against 
England, with France our ally. From these simple factors were born 
our simple hostility toward England and our sentimental friendship for 
France.” Our historical writing, oratory, and literature all had to con¬ 
form to this necessity for creating an anti-British tradition to bind the 
nation together. 

Actually, however, the most important result of the Revolution trans¬ 
cended mere political change. It lay in “the breaking down of all 
spiritual barriers to the complete development of whatever might prove 
to be fertile, true, and lasting in the American dream.” The nation was 
now to 6nd itself increasingly divorced from the Old World, and hew¬ 
ing its own path. 

The salient merit of Adams’s book, as he pursued his interpretation 
down through the Hamiltonian and Jeffersonian years, the rise of the 
West, the battle over slavery, and on to world war, was to prove its 
ultimate weakness. He had a fresh way of looking at the old facts. He 
possessed a new realism, a clear understanding of environment and the 
laws of material growth, and a crisp way of showing how old truisms — 
“mediocrity is one of the prices paid for complete equality,” for exam¬ 
ple— applied to the American record. The Epic was arresting and 
sdmulating in 1931. But as his point of view and ideology were rapidly 
absorbed by the reading public, and as historians arose who offered yet 
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fresher and more penetrating interpretations, the brilliant gleam of his 
exposition lost some of its lustre. Part of what was new in 1931 seemed 
familiar in 1941, and conventional by 1951. As in Charles A. Beard’s 
history, some provocative observations had a marvelous saltiness at 
first, but such salt gradual^ loses its savor. 

The book was to be read with fascination and delight, but not often 
re-read; to be mastered as full of stimulating insights, but not to be 
long pondered. Then, too, some passages inevitably lost validity with 
the mere passage of time and could not be rescued by eloquence. 

He pointed out, for example, that the American passion for growth 
and size, the quantitative measurement of value, had a natural origin. 
A single family settling in the wilderness faced poverty and danger; a 
dozen families settling in a group enjoyed comparative safety. Had the 
first settlements in Williamsburg or Boston never increased, the value 
of the property would also have stood still. Moreover, newcomers 
brought new interests and wider social opportunities. Altogether, “all 
motives, safety, profit, social intercourse, educational opportunities, 
everything led Amerir:ans to watcli mounting figures of population 
growth with an eye to all that made life richer and pleasanter. This 
was an experience repeated on every successive frontier.” Some men 
reading this might say, “How true! I never thought of that before.” 
But when Adams in depression days went on to write, “We are begin¬ 
ning today, under wholly altered conditions, to realize that size and 
quality are not necessarily commensurate,” his statement hardly fitted 
the booming 1950’s. He wrote, again, that the frontier, compelling men 
often to leave wife and children, laid down rigid rules of sexual moral¬ 
ity. “It is possible that in respect to commercialized vice the American 
has been no more moral than men of other nations,” he went on; but 
in other respects he has been. And when he added that the general 
rule of a strict morality had persisted “until very recent years,” and 
promised long endurance, he once more made a statement that has 
been vitiated by time. 

Yet the spectacular success of the book was founded upon solid vir¬ 
tues, and upon insights that sometimes possessed a lasting vibrancy and 
clarity. It was the most thoughtful treatment of the American record 
that the mass of readers, young and old, ill educated and highly edu¬ 
cated, had ever seen; the kind of treatment that, as it was translated 
into every important language, best appealed to thoughtful foreigners. 
As in similar books the story quickened its pace after 1865, and he gave 
the later record cursory treatment. But he brought it down to the year 
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1930^ gave an incisive brief account of the First World War, and closed 
with a salute to Henry Ford and quotations from Vachel Lindsay. It 
had not a dull page, its portraits of the greater American leaders were 
vigorous and convincing, and the renditions of select episodes like the 
crimes of the Tweed Ring and the fervcars of the McKinley-Bryan 
contest of 1896 had kindling zest. Many a man would rise with an 
image he would not forget, such as Adams’s remark that the Oregon 
Trail and Santa Fe Trail prefigured the course of empire, for as with 
“a huge lobster’s claws we were beginning to nip the Pacific Coast at 
north and south.” 

The Epic might be a temporary triumph, but it was a triumph, and 
along with the work just preceding it, Charles A. and Mary Beard’s 
The Rise of American Civilization, accomplished an important task in 
the awakening of the American people to the values of their past. As 
many readers saw, it fitted into the growing national mood of chasten¬ 
ing introspection and critical reevaluation of forces and institutions 
that became evident as the Great Depression of the 1930’s came on. 
It helped men think about the direction in which the nation was mov¬ 
ing and think independently and critically. It was provocative in the 
best sense of the word. Was America a failure in its effort to play a 
great and noble part in human evolution? Was the national character 
growing on the best possible lines? Where could citizens correct wrong 
tendencies? These were queries that men put to themselves with more 
feeling after they had read the book by Adams.*® 

The success of the Epic raised Adams to a prominence and influence 
which he could use in various public ways, and with undiminished 
vigor he pressed on to make his convictions felt. 

The Scribner Contract and New Tasks 

The final years of Adams’s residence in England were marked by two 
notable new studies upon American themes, America’s Tragedy (1934) 
and The Living Jefferson (1936); by a growing preoccupation with 
political issues in the United States and the world which led him into 
increased magazine work; and by a new publishing arrangement with 
Scribner’s that placed editorial burdens upon him and helped draw him 

^By the end of 1931, according to a letter that Adams wrote me on Decem¬ 
ber II, it was reaching a total distribution of 75,000 copies, of which 45,000 
were sent out by the Book-of-the-Month Club. Its total earnings, however, were 
then only about $20,000, not a colossal sum. The Book-of-the-Month Club had 
psud $10,000 for the volume, of which Adams received half. 
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back to the United States. He was sometimes heavily overworked. 
Becoming more a public instructor and less a dedicated scholar, he 
found himself on a course quite different from the one he had marked 
out in the New England trilogy and Adams Family. It by no means 
suited me, for I kept urging him to return to more scholarly studies, 
and it displeased most university men. It was nevertheless a useful 
course, which satisfied his now large public. 

Like Turner and others, Adams believed two influences had been of 
cardinal importance in the conquest of the continent: the frontier and 
sectionalism. In the Epic he had said a great deal about the frontier; 
his Americe^s Tragedy, a treatment of forces and events culminating in 
the Civil War, was primarily an examination of sectionalism. Except 
incidentally, he did not wish to write about the Negro, or slavery, or 
economic conflicts. He did not intend to produce another book of 
battles and campaigns. What interested him was the development of 
completely diveigent attitudes and allegiances in North and South, 
giving birth in the end to two irreconcilable types of civilization and 
thought. Though he began with a physiographic analysis, he insisted 
that neither the North nor the South had geographical unity, and that 
their schism was traceable to historical, not natural, conditions. He was 
more anxious to demonstrate the complexities of sectionalism than to 
support the various simplifications of the problem in which extremists 
on both sides indulged. He took pains to point out, for example, that 
“except by inconceivable economic sacrifice, the slaves could never 
have been emancipated as a whole,” and dwelt upon the tangled 
perplexities of the race problem. 

His book thus showed a larger sympathy with the South than most 
Northern productions. Not only did he argue that at its best Southern 
life was the “most charming” that America had known, and that the 
Southern “sense of values” was finer than the Northern. He asserted 
that the Southern idea of the Constitution was as tenable as the North- 
em idea. The essential difference was that the Southerners took a 
more rigid view of the fundamental law than Northerners did; and the 
Civil War proved that the Constitution must be altered, even on very 
sensitive issues, when the opinion of a sufficiently large part of the peo¬ 
ple decided a certain form of property to be immoral or outworn. 

The Southerner could argue that imder the Constitution he had a 
right to take his perfectly legal form of human property into new terri¬ 
tory just as the Northerner could take his forms. But this had become 
impossible. “Two types of civilization, two social forms, could hot both 
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occupy the same territory at the same time. Not only would free labor 
not go where it had to compete with the slave, but opinion as to the 
right to hold a certain kind of property had become bitter. . . . History 
is dynamic not static, and there is always a point beyond which no 
written document can save what has become obsolete or unjust in 
public opinion.” 

7'he book again revealed Adams’s wide reading, not only in the 
major historical works, but in a variety of travel books, diaries, remi¬ 
niscences, biographies, collections of letters, and special monographs. 
He had taken time to scan files of Southern newspapers. He used 
George Ticknor’s Journals, and Lowell, Longfellow, Thoreau, and 
Whittier. The materials thus gained he knit into a rapid narrative that 
never flagged in interest, and that not only showed a mastery of pro¬ 
portion, for he covered two and a half centuries with only a few such 
conspicuous gaps as his failure to mention the quarrel between Douglas 
and Buchanan, but displayed his frequent interpretive insight. The 
book could be criticized in detail. In the treatment of the feverish 
1850’s especially it placed a reliance upon some outdated secondary 
treatments that betrayed him into errors. Charles W. Ramsdell of 
Texas, for example, protested against his overstatement of the South¬ 
ern desire for a revival of the African slave trade, a movement that was 
defeated in the South itself. 

Nevertheless, Ramsdell’s appraisal of the volume in the American 
Historical Review was favorable. “The book deserves a wide circle of 
readers,” he wrote, “for its merits far outweight its defects.” He par¬ 
ticularly commended its “fecundity of suggestion and interpretation.” 
Avery Craven was equally complimentary. “His interpretations are 
fresh and vital,” he wrote in the New York Herald-Tribune Books. 
From opposite sectional poles came much the same commendation. 
The book, wrote William C. Binkley in the Journal of Southern His¬ 
tory, is “intensely interesting because of the author’s remarkable ability 
to compress into a single paragraph or sentence a deft word picture of a 
broad development, or an apt and arresting characterization of a whole 
people.” And in the New England Quarterly Elizabeth Foster declared 
the work admirable “for its combination of dignity with vigor, move¬ 
ment, and picturesqueness, and for its clarity.” 

His Living Jefferson encountered a much more mixed reception, for 
it showed Adams in the double role of historian and political pam¬ 
phleteer. Published during the struggle of Franklin D. Roosevelt for 
his first reelection, it was far more Hamiltonian than Jeffersonian in 
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temper. Its two final chapters, a caustic attack upon Rooseveltian ideas 
and policies, provoked regret in many quarters that he had sunk the 
historian in the political partisan. 

The most balanced judgment was that of Henry Steele Commager in 
Books. “Mr. Adams’s evaluation of Jefferson is shrewd and understand¬ 
ing,” he wrote; “his appreciation is reasoned and just. He has traced, 
in a few swift paragraphs, the background of Jeffersonian idealism, and 
has understood the circumstances which developed it.” But, added the 
reviewer, his last section simply echoed many of the objections that 
honest conservatism had made to Jefferson in his own lifetime, and to 
Jeffersonian ideals after his death. “It is remarkable because it shows 
how passion can becloud understanding and how fear can paralyze tol¬ 
erance. It is remarkable because it shows how a liberal can be led to 
betray his own cause.” The fiery Texas Congressman and proponent 
of New Deal legislation, Maury Maverick, declared in the New Repub¬ 
lic that it showed an able historian at his worst, with a partisanship 
founded upon an outworn part of Jefferson’s teachings. “There is no 
interpretation of the living Jefferson at all.” 

Many another able man this year, from Alfred E. Smith to Walter 
Lippmann, supported Landon against Roosevelt, and advocated a 
repudiation of the New Deal. Political feeling has seldom run higher. 
It is not strange that Adams, who had voted for Roosevelt in 1932 but 
had a special feeling for financial stability, should have shared the 
apprehensions that led the New York Times to take Landon’s side, but 
he would have done well to confine his political expositions to his 
magazine papers. 

For his contributions to periodicals were now a more important part 
of his output than ever. He kept up a large correspondence with Wil¬ 
bur Cross and Helen McAfee of the Yale Review, and the editors of 
Harper’s, Barron’s Weekly, and other magazines. Many of his articles 
generated controversy and thus made more demands on his time. Bank¬ 
ing legislation (he had published an article on “The Responsibility of 
Bankers” in the Forum of August, 1931, and continued writing on the 
subject ); public utilities legislation (he shared Lippmaiin’s view that 
Roosevelt had an excessive prejudice against utilities); the war debts, 
and a hundred other American topics invited his exploration. In 
Scribner’s for March, 1936, he published “The Roosevelt Record — 
Has the President Thought It Through?,” which the New York Sun 
praised, contrasting “the wild and whirling words used by Henry L. 
Mencken in his attack upon the Roosevelt Administration” in the 
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American Mercury that same month with the measured phrases in 
which Adams concluded that Roosevelt had not really thought his 
intentions through, and that although we were “on our way” nobody 
knew whither. In the April Scribner^s Adams wrote on “The American 
Future,” declaring that elaborate planning of the economic life of a 
people by the state, once initiated, was bound to extend dangerously. 

Although he commented but little on European affairs, so long as he 
continued to live in England he took the closest interest in them. He 
assured Wilbur Cross at the end of 1933 that the German-Austrian 
situation was the critical point in Europe, that he had discussed it with 
Lewis Einstein, recent Minister to Czechoslovakia, Harold Callender 
of the New York Times, and others, and that the question was “whether 
the Hitler Government will try not only to swallow Austria but also to 
build up a new Mittle-Europe.” Francis Hirst, then writing a little 
book on liberty in Europe, asked him, “who would ever have dreamed 
thirty years ago that in this I would have to have a chapter on the 
re-introduction of torture?” And he told Miss McAfee that he hesi¬ 
tated to plan an Italian excursion because the Continent was like 
Vesuvius. “You cannot predict Germany from day to day. France is 
seething with tmrest. Austria rumbles and rumbles.” His uneasiness 
was to grow. In short, while he was perplexed by developments in 
America, he was both perplexed and depressed by Europe. 

“What worries me most about my own country,” he wrote in May, 
1935, “is the character of our people, and the Secretary of State told 
me that was also what worried him most. The Bonus grab, for exam¬ 
ple, is indecent to an extent that no one at home seems to realize.” He 
added, however, that “I am too good an American to change nations.” 

Adams had meanwhile, with considerable agony of spirit, shifted 
his American publishers. He felt some obligations to Little, Brown, and 
some to Albert Boni, but few to the Atlantic Monthly Press. The de¬ 
pression had plunged half the publishing field into chaos, and he looked 
about for firm support. His Americans Tragedy he planned to give to 
Charles Scribner’s Sons, and although its sale was disappointing, he 
felt an increasing attachment to that house. It was impossible not to 
admire its position in the publishing held. He formed a liking for 
Charles Scribner, who had succeeded Arthur H. Scribner as head in 
1932; for Maxwell E. Perkins, a modest vice-president with a reputa¬ 
tion for helping develop such writers as Scott Fitzgerald, Thomas 
Wolfe, and Ring Lardner; for Whitney Darrow heading the trade de¬ 
partment; and for Carroll B. Merritt, who oversaw the sale of sub- 
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scription sets of authors. The house, founded in 1846, had published 
many of the important Victorian and Edwardian authors like George 
Meredith, R. L. Stevenson, J. M. Barrie, and John Galsworthy, had 
issued eminent Americans from Thomas Nelson Page and Edith 
Wharton onward, and had* given due attention to historians, including 
Douglas Freeman. It had begun publishing the Dictionary of American 
Biography, under the auspices of the American Council of Learned 
Societies, in 1928. Adams came to know well its old-fashioned, unpre¬ 
tentious offices above its bookstore on Fifth Avenue. He had attended 
firm dinners where Charles Scribner was received with affection, and 
was familiar with such distinguished employees as W'illiam Crary 
Brownell, the critic, and John Hall Wheelock, the poet. 

His negotiations for a connection on a basis that would give him 
fuller security in writing were conducted partly through his friend Will 
D. Howe. They involved the trade, subscription, and textbook depart¬ 
ments. Howe was a shrewd, softspoken, transparently honest Hoosier 
with a Harvard doctorate who had left a chair in English literature in 
Indiana University to help establish the firm of Harcourt, Brace & 
Howe, and had then joiiicd Scribner’s in 1921. Adams trusted him as 
completely as other Scribner executives. The arrangement made as¬ 
sured Adams a basic income of $5,000 a year, in return for which he 
would give Scribner’s all his books beginning with America’s Tragedy 
and a factual survey of American history which he duly published in 
two volumes in 1932-33 under the general title The March of Democ‘ 
racy. As the plan developed, he was expected to keep this subscription 
history up to date by the addition of a new record each year.*® The 
initial five-year contract gave Adams a greater sense of security, and 
he often said that he worked better when freed from financial strain 
and uneasiness. Its disadvantage was that it made him an indentured 
servant in the regular production of copy and the planning of books 
and sets that had a hack-work character. From this point onward his 
writing lost much of its spontaneity and originality. 

Much as he was pleased by his contract, Adams approached the 
factual subscription-edition history with repugnance. He wrote me that 
he was slaving over it with no enthusiasm. “1 am too tired to feel that 
emotion, and also feel that this is no job for me. It is neither original 
research nor interpretation. But it means so much to me and to my 

“ The first volume in the subscription edition wa.<! called The Rise of the 
Union; the second, A Half Century of Expansion; the third, Civil War and 
Aftermath; the fourth, America — a World Power; the fifth, as the set grew. 
New Deal and Global War; and the sixth, Age of Responsibility. 



fames Truslow Adams 


78 


wife if I pass out, and also the chance for the rest of my life to write 
what does warm me, that I must do it.” This was a lame excuse, for 
he was by no means under such financial pressure as he imagined. But, 
drudging away, he had produced more than 200,000 words when 1932 
began, a big block of typescript in five months. “It will add nothing 
to my reputation and I only pray will not hurt it. As a five-volume 
illustrated history for Main Street on subscription 1 think it will do 
good. As a two-volume trade book I fear it. I am considering cutting 
my subscription to clipping bureaus for a year!” 

It must be remembered that this book was written as the country was 
slipping into the trough of the Great Depression, as business after busi¬ 
ness was foundering (I received it just after the World went under), 
as unemployment grew, and as half the country writhed under rising 
personal anxieties. It was written shortly after he had rejected the sug¬ 
gestion that he undertake a life of Dwight Morrow, which did not ap¬ 
peal to him, and which he left to Harold Nicolson. Like others, Adams 
had to give some assistance to various relatives. He told me he could 
not keep up the grueling pace of his work the previous five years, and 
that he and his wife ought to have $15,000 a year for rising taxes, old 
age, and possible illness, with the costs of an American domicile. 

“I had expected to take tilings easier,” he wrote me, “but as I see 
no end to tlie extravagance of Congress and tlie ‘soak-the-rich’ policy 
of the 95 percent of the population w'hich pays no taxes, at least di¬ 
rectly, this aspect of the future worries me.” 

His forebodings about the subscription set were justified. The central 
verdict upon his book was that offered by Henry Steele Commager in 
Herald-Tribune Books: “It is well proportioned, reasonably accurate, 
not uncritical, and particularly full on some of the social and cultural 
phases of our history. But when we examine it in more detail, and by 
the standards which Mr. Adams himself has set, its inadequacies are 
more striking than its virtues.” This was perfectly just, but unfortu¬ 
nately Adams felt that he ought not to be judged by the standards he 
had previously set. His intention discarded them. This was not the 
interpretive, scholarly type of book he had written for informed and 
discriminating readers, but a general narrative meant to instruct a mass 
audience. He was almost pathetically grateful to me when I gave the 
New York Times a review emphasizing this distinction. Stating that 
the book “lacks the inspiration which so often touched Mr. Adams’s 
earlier volumes,” I treated it as a venture in popular education. The 
New Republic did the same, pointing to its “real merit as a readable 
and useful popular summary”; and so did the Catholic Commonwt,al, 
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balancing against its defects the fact that Adams “has the power of 
assimilation and selection,” writes “from a well-stored background,” 
and “has a philosophy of history which offers a coherent thread.” But 
he could not escape the expectations he had earlier raised, or the regret 
that they were not met. 

The fact is that to the end Adams was sensitive to reviews of his 
books. He had greatly resented Carl Becker’s captious criticism of the 
Epic on the ground that its story did not fit Becker’s peculiar definition 
of the epical. He was much disturbed when Henry Hazlitt as literary 
editor of the Nation got H. L. Mencken to review The Adams Family 
in order to see what the Baltimore termagant would say about these 
exalted exponents of the New England mind and spirit. “In other 
words,” Adams wrote me, “he was not trying to get a critical review, 
but to stage a dogfight between a prejudiced mind and a topic which he 
knew would be anathema to it.” He was disturbed again when Hazlitt 
turned the Epic over to Carl Van Doren, who as belletristic critic and 
former professor of English literature seemed unversed in the full 
stream of American histwy. Van Doren, who had praised The Adams 
Family highly when his Literary Guild adopted it, asserted that Adams 
had no literary gift. While others were commending what the Saturday 
Review called the “marked vigor and directness of style” in the Epic, 
Van Doren declared that such men as Adams “ought either to learn 
how to write better, or else to submit themselves to the warning, prun¬ 
ing hand of somebody who can take the trouble.” Was this quite fair? 

Adams was now particularly hurt by Arthur M. Schlesinger’s com¬ 
ment on The March of Democracy in the Atlantic. “One cannot help 
being disturbed,” wrote the elder Schlesinger, “by the thought that the 
commercialization of artistic and scientific effort which Mr, Adams has 
condemned in his criticism of American civilization is only too patent 
in the product of his own pen.” This seemed to Adams to come with 
poor grace from a man who had paid Adams a cent a word for Provin¬ 
cial Society, who wrote half of a two-volume textbo«3k with commercial 
ends plainly in view, and who looked down on toiling free-lance writers 
from the altitude of a well-paid university chair. Yet Adams had the 
taste never to reply to a review but once, and regretted doing that.*^ 

“ He wrote a curt letter to Becker, on reading Becker’s notice in the American 
Historial Review, pointing out to him that when he complained that the book 
was not epical because it did not show “the tragic conflict between men’s aspira¬ 
tions and the implacable decrees of fate,’’ and did not cause his soul to be 
“purged by fear and pity,” he was plainly thinking of tragedy. Aristotle had 
said that the qualities of an epic were “a dignified theme, organic unity, and an 
orderly progression of the action.” “It made me rather angry,” Adams wrote 
me, “to be hammered in that way because of Becker’s own slip.” 
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failed to inspect the basement, and was glad later that he had not, for a 
look at that dirty cellar might have swayed him against the choice. Like 
many another impetuous man, he did not even consult his wife, taking 
her acceptance for granted. 

The spring of 1935 found Adams more inclined than ever to contrast 
life in New Deal America unfavorably with the more placid and enter¬ 
taining existence he was leading in his London flat as England cele¬ 
brated the silver jubilee of King George V. He wrote Governor Cross 
on May 26 of a disappointing dinner party he had attended in Wash¬ 
ington. John W. Davis, the Democratic nominee for President in 1924, 
was there, and Charles Warren, the eminent historian of the Supreme 
Court, the author J. M. Beck, and others of note. “In the smoking 
room after dinner all of us were placed in a circle like a farmers’ 
Grange meeting in Bohunk, a pitcher of ice water on the table, and 
talked about 45 minutes before rejoining the ladies. The entire conver¬ 
sation was made up of personal anecdotes of very mild interest, and 
funny stories. That is no exaggeration. Not an idea was started, or 
anything important touched on. That is what I mean by going back to 
prep school.” But in England he heard of a man in Whitechapel who 
asked his neighbor if he were going to decorate his house for the Ju¬ 
bilee. When told he was, the inquirer said, “Fine, I wish 1 could, but 
you see I am a Communist.” Adams added that many stories of the 
festal English spirit were veraciously related to him by eyewitnesses. 
“At Sunderland House, where a ball was being given, the crowd out¬ 
side began dancing to the music from the open windows. They then 
called ‘Louder,’ and the guests came out on the balcony to see. Orders 
were given the band to play louder, and eventually the guests came 
down to the street, and danced with the crowd on the pavement. This 
was not what we would call a drunken party, but this is really becom¬ 
ing, for a while at least, ‘Merrie England’ again. There has been any 
amount of community singing with all classes in the crowds. In Picca¬ 
dilly, a crowd last Saturday night called for the band to come out and 
play. The mounted police — all the police have been marvelous in 
their tact and good nature with unprecedented crowds of people — 
edged in with their horses, but were rather nonplused when, instead of 
moving on, they stopped to pat the horses! Never have I seen such 
crowds or such happy and good-natured ones. One of my maids sat on 
tile curbstone all night from ten in the evening until twelve next day to 
see the Jubilee procession. She said the street was filled by four a.m., 
all laughing and joking and dancing to while away the time. England 
has not been so confident and happy in twenty years or more. The 



83 


The Busy Career 


contrast is not pleasant v/hen I look at my own country. Except for a 
European war, England is I believe the safest, sanest, most contented 
land in the world today, unless we add Sweden and Norway, and I go 
home in the spring from a sense of duty as an American only.” 

Alas, the European war^lay just around the comer! Adams added in 
his letter to Governor Gross, “the dark shadow comes from the Conti¬ 
nent, and especially that old home of the barbarians, Germany.” 
Within a few years he would look back on his picture, of the peaceful, 
“merrie” England of May, 1935, with mingled wonder and regret. The 
days of comfort and security in Britain, as in much of the remainder of 
Europe, were utterly and hopelessly gone. 

He was not yet free in England. His lease of the Holland Park 
maisonette endured until the middle of 1935, and he and Kay enjoyed 
their summer stay in 1934 in a fine rectory in the Chil terns, not far 
from Oxford, so much that they wished to go back next season.^® It 
was therefore not until late in 1935 that he made his final trip across 
the Atlantic, and not until winter that they settled into the Southport 
house, which required many alterations. 'I'he moving was itself an 
onerous undertaking. He had two large steel vans full of furniture, 
silver, family portraits, and oddments to ship over, and fifty-five large 
packing cases of books. His sister Amy, who after his marriage had 
continued to spend a great part of her time with them — too much 
for her own good or Kay’s comfort — had put many of her possessions 
into his London quarters, and these had to be sent over, too. 

The Return to America: the War 

The shift was such a sore wrench that it was fortunate they were too 
busy for a time to feel it. Meanwhile they found that Southport had 

** What he rented was not properly a rectory but a chaplaincy, and the usual 
tenant was chaplain of the Alms House, a very English institution. This partic¬ 
ular Alms House at Goring Heath, Oxfordshire, had been founded in 1740 with 
an endowment of several hundred acres of land. It had a chapel and several 
acres of gardens. The first year the Adamses were ignored; the second year 
they were accepted. Lady Rose, the local magnate, called on them repeatedly, 
and once told them quite casually how the previous night she had walked back 
from Buxton seventeen miles away in the darkness. Her husband had been killed 
in World War I, and her son was later slain in World War II. This second 
year Adams was put on a committer to judge the lively school games. Standing 
beside an army major and a clergyman, he was astounded to hear the cleric re¬ 
mark: “Mr. Adams, you know the old people in the Alms House feel you are 
not quite doing your duty.” He learned that as occupant of the chaplain’s house, 
he was expected to go in and chat v/ith the dozen old couples there; and he at 
once entered upon a series of local friendships that he found intensely interesting. 
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an atmosphere all its own. It was not at all a commuter’s town, only 
a few traveling daily the fifty-odd miles into the city. They were nearly 
as far from urban crowds and clamor as if they lived in Vermont. The 
village had a golf club and yacht club, to neither of which Adams paid 
the least attention. Instead, he and Kay began exploring the country 
roads about, diving into lanes that sometimes ended in a wooded ravine 
without room to turn around. Social life was not as entertaining as in 
London, Adams used to admit, but then as old Jonathan Tnunbull had 
told his artist son, “Connecticut is not Athens.” They made some good 
friends. The town library, which Adams at once began to build up, 
was unusually good, and as trustee he eventually made it a model col¬ 
lection. The Yale Library was but a little over an hour’s drive east bn 
the old Boston post-road. In another hour by train westward he could 
be at the Century Club on Forty-third Street. Adams found that his 
political conservatism precisely harmonized with the sentiments of most 
Republican residents about him, though not with those of his old friend 
Wilbur Cross. The townsmen agreed with him, that while Franklin D. 
Roosevelt was doubtless an honest man, he had not kept the promises 
of his platform. 

The campaign of 1936 soon gave him some outlet for his energies. 
“You say Roosevelt has kept the country moving,” he wrote me that 
summer. "I think he has given it diarrhea.” He was then correspond¬ 
ing with Landon and Raskob, and trying to help their battle. 

As he settled down he at first greatly missed England. How often 
he spoke of the thousand enchantments of London! —of the Chelsea 
river breezes, the bustle of Piccadilly, the literary memories stamped 
upon Bloomsbury and the precincts of the British Museum, the great 
houses on Berkeley and Grosvenor Squares, the Inns of Court under 
the elms that Lord Bacon was said to have planted, and the shops of 
Regent Street and Flolborn. He had learned the city from squalid 
Bethnal Green to fashionable Belgravia, but he knew it best where he 
had lived and worked, about the university rooms in Gower Street, the 
London Library near Pall Mall, and in old Kensington. The shades 
of great men had walked some of the streets closest to him. Near his 
Palace Court apartments in Kensington William Makepeace Thackeray 
had died at Two Palace Green, and in his Holland Park home he had 
often recalled how Lord Macaulay breathed his last in his chair in 
Holly Court hard by. Now all this was ended; he would never go back j 
and in his newer, brighter land he was sometimes homesick for the 
familiar scenes and the well-loved people. His heart was wrung as 
England approached the abyss of war. 
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Although he kept away from New York as much as possible, for he 
disliked its congestion, he found a stimulating new interest in the affairs 
of the American Academy of Arts and Letters. The long presidency of 
William Dean Howells had been followed by the still longer presidency 
of Nicholas Murray Butlp. When Butler left office in 1941 Walter 
Damrosch took his place, and when Wilbur Cross dropped the joint 
offices of Treasurer and Chancellor that same year Adams was chosen 
in his stead. He had already done more than anyone else for the 
finances of the Academy, giving unstinted effort and advice from the 
moment of his return to the United States. It received fairly large 
endowments from Archer M. Huntington and his sculptress wife Anna 
Hyatt Huntington which had to be protected and if possible aug¬ 
mented. He enjoyed reviving the studies of his Wall Street days in fi¬ 
nance, and did it thoroughly. Before long he had more than $3,000,000 
worth of property to look after, and the tasks of investment interested 
him deeply. 

Only that part of the Academy resources called the Open Fund, he 
found, could be used to buy common stocks, but as the country re¬ 
covered from the depressitm they obviously offered tempting opportun¬ 
ities. On November 9, 1946, he reported that from a recent rise in 
values he had given the Academy ‘"'a cash profit in all of about 
$160,000.” It had made about $19,500 on International Business Ma¬ 
chines, and $12,000 on Sears Roebuck. Much of these gains had been 
added to the permanent funds of the Academy in government bonds. 
The general income of the organization that year was close to $85,000, 
out of which it appropriated $2,500 for gifts to needy artists abroad, 
and large sums for grants, prizes, publications, and exhibits at home. 
Meanwhile he found the personal relationships of the Academy de¬ 
lightful. Once a month the directors met at the house of Dr. and Mrs. 
Damrosch (she was a daughter of James G. Blaine) where he talked 
with Stephen Vincent Benct, Charles Dana Gibson, the architect Wil¬ 
liam Adams Delano, William Lyon Phelps, and others. 

He disliked the rather pretentious building ercf ted for the Academy 
on West 155th Street overlooking Audubon Park and the Hudson, with 
its large concert hall and expensive organ. Believing that a pernicious 
tendency in American life was the increasing emphasis on ostentation 
and spending, he condemned all its forms. “I was almost nauseated,” 
he wrote Dr. Damrosch in the spring of 1910, “when I was taken 
through the Graduate School at Yale and found the way the Harkness 
money was used. The common-room there is like a lounge in a golf 
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club for multimillionaires, and the effect on the boys is that they cannot 
talk intelligently unless they sit in upholstered chairs costing perhaps 
two or three hundred dollars apiece.” At Oxford and Cambridge, he 
recalled, the fellows sat in straight or Windsor chairs. It seemed to him 
more important to get the right leaders into ^e Academy than to house 
them grandly. He was anxious to see Willa Gather and Henry Osborn 
Taylor elected; he thought that an actor of the stature of Edwin Booth 
should be chosen. For the reference library, full of manuscript trea¬ 
sures, he felt a special concern. When the historian C. M. Andrews died 
he was glad to deliver a memorial address, “a sort of Hail and Farewell 
to one of our members.” 

As the 1930’s wore on his distaste for American political tendencies 
increased in almost every respect but one: he warmly approved of the 
gradual extrication of the country from its isolationist bog. He found 
but one able man in Roosevelt’s Cabinet, his friend Cordell Hull. 
He deplored the Administration’s insistence upon continued spending. 
“There can be but one end to that,” he wrote Worthington C. Ford, 
on New Year’s Day in 1939. “We are certainly in for ten years of 
deficits and a debt of how much over forty billions nobody knows, or 
in Washington seems to care.” He was then paying about $6,000 a 
year in taxes, and was acting as historical consultant for a radio pro- 
gr£un, the “Galvalcade of America” put on the air by the DuPont Cor¬ 
poration, to help meet tliem. It was a useful educational feature, which 
received wide praise and took a number of prizes, and for a very limited 
expenditure of time (he thought about three week’s work in scruntiniz- 
ing twenty-six scripts) he received $4,500. He deplored such jobs, but 
quite improperly thought them a necessity. 

His verdict as Roosevelt ended his second term was emphatic. “I 
think F. D. R. had one of the greatest chances any President ever had, 
and he took hold well at the start, but he certainly muffed the ball 
later, and has taken many steps it will be hard for anyone to retrace. 
1 agree with his social outlook and humanitarianism, but to distribute 
a national income fairly there must be a large and sound income to 
distribute, and ultimate inflation can bring no good to anybody. That 
leads to cruelty to all and not amelioration for some.” 

He was pleased, however, when Roosevelt and Hull developed the 
principle of hemispheric solidarity both in Latin America and Canada; 
he approved of Roosevelt’s Chicago speech in 1937 asking for a quaran¬ 
tine against aggressor nations; and he was heartened by the steady 
awakening of Americans to the Nazi menace. Francis Hirst and Worth- 
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ington C. Ford sent him observations upon the progress of European 
events. “I feel that the old empire is growing weak and shaky at 
heart,” Harold Callender sadly wrote him after Munich. “Britain 
slowly prepared, without exerting herself much, for a war in 1941 while 
the Germans prepared for*one in 1939; hence Chamberlain’s diplomacy 
of last month.” He added that nobody could maintain an empire by 
these methods. “London was ahnost defenceless against aircraft, the 
R.A.F. was not much more than half as strong as the German air 
force, the army had only a few modem guns, when it looked like war 
ten days ago. Yet four years ago Churchill had warned of German 
armament.” 

Hoping to the last for peace, Adams was almost prostrated when the 
blow finally fell. At the moment Kay was in Southampton with her 
family. “Your notes about swims and picnics,” he wrote on August 25, 
1939, “seem to come from a different world; for we wait here moment 
by moment, for the possible knell of civilization and all our personal 
hopes and lives.” He had made up his mind at last that war was in¬ 
evitable. In New York nobody talked of anything but the European 
situation. London and Paris were blacked out — and then he broke off. 

“I have just been down to listen in to Paris. They expect war except 
for the miracle of Hitler’s giving in. The population of the eastern 
front of France is being evacuated as fast as possible and taken to the 
west. People are leaving Paris by thousands as fast as they can get 
away. The French general has been placed in command of all French 
and British forces. The British navy is holding the Baltic and North 
seas. Paris believes the zero hour will be tonight at twelve. I shall 
never forget this August. The August of 1914 was bad enough, but I 
was twenty-five years younger then, and we did not then know how 
terrible modem war could be.” 

These years brought the uninterrupted publication of more books — 
but to be honest, not important books. After the two volumes of The 
March of Democracy^ he turned at the suggestion of his Scribner asso¬ 
ciates to a survey of British imperial history. The theme seemed at first 
to offer happy possibilities, but proved instead an elephantine burden. 
It was so huge in scope that it not merely involved endless drudgery, 
but demanded a compression fatal to Adams’s best gift, incisive and 
original interpretation. “This morning,” he confided to Kay (“Dearest 
Monk”) on a January Sunday in 1938 when he suffered from her tem¬ 
porary absence, “I finished the second Elizabeth chapter, and am now 
down to the Stuarts in 1603, and have seven more chapters to write, 
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about 50,000 words after doing 85,000. ... I had hoped not to work 
today, but did not finish yesterday although I wrote 3,000 words, the 
nK)St yet in one day on this book. I am all right, but feel the pressure 
and steady grind of turning my mind into cash.” This suggests his 
treadmill gait. And Charles Scribner, always considerate, wrote him 
sympathetically: 

“I had no idea what a laborious task the Story of the Empire would 
prove to be, and the suggestion that you should turn your hand to it 
was undoubtedly a mistake when you could so easily have taken some 
subject in American history, but I still hope that it may turn out better 
in the end than either of us realize at present. I do not know if you 
still have it in mind but it seems to me that a history of American polit¬ 
ical parties might make a very good book — better perhaps than a life 
of Lincoln.” 

11 is volume Building the British Empire (1938), thus written by a 
tired man toiling in a largely unfamiliar field under pressure, of course 
met an adverse \’erdict. Mary Colum stated its character fairly in the 
Forum. “The book is not really a history — there is no research; there 
are no memorable characterizations; there is no sense of the tragic 
strain and tension that historical processes are bound to have; but very 
pk'asantly the story is told of British achievement, not only political but 
e( onomic and intellectual.” The London Spectator expressed gratitude 
for so lucid and sympathetic a survey. Various writers noted that the 
author was especially competent in dealing with the seventeenth and 
eighteenth centuries, where his colonial studies had given him some 
knowledge of the sources. His academic critics, however, were severe. 
Conyers Read published a sour review in the Nation, pronouncing the 
book not only superficial but dull, and J. R. Strayer delivered a still 
harsher verdict in the Saturday Review of Literature, declaring that 
it was little more than a textbook, and not a particularly good textbook 
at that. It was slightly superior in style to most textbooks, and had 
enough general appeal to contribute to popular knowledge of history. 
On the whole, however, it added nothing either to the literature of the 
subject or the author’s reputation. 

The second volume, Empire on the Seven Seas, which two years later 
carried the story from 1784 to the outbreak of the Second World War, 
was more spirited and appealing. Again Adams dealt with the empire 
as the product of British racial character and traits, and emphasized 
the value to the world of the expansion of English ideas and institu¬ 
tions. The British preference for discussion over disputation, and for 
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c»mpromise over partisan intolerance, especially appealed to him. No 
less a historian than Geoffrey Bruun praised the “charm and buoyance” 
and the narrative and the alertness to ideas. “The style is always read¬ 
able and persuasive,” remarked Reginald G. Trotter in the American 
Historical Review, adding that the author succeeded in imparting a 
sense of continuity to his long and variegated story. Here also, how¬ 
ever, it was plain that excessive condensation had robbed Adams of 
much of his opportunity for presenting novel insights and striking new 
interpretations. 

Being so largely dependent upon his pen for a living, Adams was 
worried by the disparity between the hard work he had given his fac¬ 
tual books on American and British history, and the low royalties he 
received. In August, 1939, he and Charles Scribner exchanged letters 
on the subject. Although Will D. Howe had told him that he would 
probably get $5,000 a year for a long period from the March of De¬ 
mocracy, Adams complained that even after his toil gave the work an 
additional chapter each year, he would be luc ky to receive $1,200 or so. 
His royalties for the first year’s sales of Building the British Empire had 
been only about $3,750. Since he had to deduct from this $120 paid 
the indexer, $300 paid a reader who looked for possible errors, and 
$300 for materials, his total return was only $3,000. He still had a 
large public following. The stream of newspaper clippings, of letters 
from strangers, and of requests for articles, speeches, and lectures was 
undiminished, but his revenues were ominously slackening. He could 
not complain that the Scribner contract lacked generosity, but he prob¬ 
ably felt that the firm might have offered liim better guidance. 

Recognizing that students of letters have a legitimate interest in 
learning about the returns from authorship, Adams later set down in 
his family chronicle a statement on the earnings of his principal books. 
It made no pretensions to exactness, and was too early for completeness. 
Down to about 1945, his first important title, The Founding of New 
England, which won a Pulitzer Prize, had brought him only about 
$10,000. From The Adams Family he believed he had derived about 
$30,000. His greatest success, The Epic of America, had paid him 
something over $80,000, or so he calculated, for precise figures were 
hard to find, that book having gone through so many editions, domestic 
and foreign. Translations had been made into at least a dozen lan¬ 
guages, the total sales had run well above half a million, and after the 
German occupation of Norwa.y ended he had been astonished by a 
check for $2,000 from the Norwegian publisher. His two volumes of 
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The March of Democracy, in various forms, including a textbook edi¬ 
tion, had paid him something over $80,000. “One or two of my other 
books, which 1 think have been quite good,” he writes, “brought in 
only $6,000 or $7,000.” These, it must be remembered, were the rev¬ 
enues of a lifetime of expert labor. He had Rot been overpaid. 

Meanwfiile, he continued to contribute steadily to the magazines, 
and to express his views on a wide variety of current questions. In his 
political opinions Adams was about as consistent as an alert responsive¬ 
ness to the fast-changing times permitted. He held principles that dur¬ 
ing the first twenty years of the century made him applaud what he 
called in The Epic of America “the battles cries of Roosevelt and 
Wilson in the struggle to realize the American dream.” He supported 
progressive social legislation at home and internationalism abroad. He 
was convinced that the abandonment of laissez faire was an inevitable 
and wholesome process. At the same time, he believed in what Franklin 
D. Roosevelt on first entering the White House praised as “the normal 
balance of executive and legislative authority, of public procedure”; he 
believed in financial stability, avoidance of excessive public debt, cau¬ 
tion in the creation of a national bureaucracy, and constructive mea¬ 
sures for the betterment of the economy rather than radical measures 
for the forcible redistribution of wealth. That is, he carried die princi¬ 
ples of T. R.’s New Nationalism and Wilson’s New Freedom into the 
years of Franklin D. Roosevelt’s New Deal. 

Some dominant ideas recurred again and again in Adams’s magazine 
essays. He seemed to most of his readers, especially after the advent of 
Roosevelt’s New' Deal, a conservative. But he would have protested 
that he was actually a liberal, as John Stuart Mill or Walter Begahot 
in England, or William James in America, would have defined that 
term. He certainly did not adhere to the laissez-faire doctrines of 
Herbert Spencer, or E. L. Godkin, or William Graham Sumner. He 
would have endorsed most of the positions taken by that staunch lib¬ 
eral, Herbert Croly, in The Promise of American Life, a book Theodore 
Roosevelt admired. 

He thought that Franklin D. Roosevelt was recklessly improvident 
in his management of national finances, increasing government expen¬ 
ditures and the burden of national debt all too cavalierly; he believed 
that some of the new social-welfare legislation was carelessly drawn and 
unfortunate in its tendency to discourage the stubborn self-reliance of 
the American people as individuals. 

Basically, however, he was governed in his thought by loyalty to 



91 


The Busy Career 


principles which he held had been vindicated as sound and fruitful by 
three centuries of American history. In this he gave more weight to 
Jeffersonian than Hamiltonian principles. Vastly as he admired Ham¬ 
ilton’s brain, he liked Jefferson’s heart and attftude better, and took 
pleasure in the final reconciliation of John Adams and Jeft'erson. 

Like most Americans, he was essentially an optimist, not a pessimist, 
and a man of libertarian, not authoritarian views. He never yielded 
his conviction that the republic had been triumphantly successful in 
achieving most of the goals set before it by its founders, and that its 
record illustrated the validity of its ideals. He felt that it had ap¬ 
proached disaster only once, when sectional division had destroyed the 
spirit of moderation and compromise inherited from England and 
strengthened by the fathers of the nation. 

He was conservative only in his fealty to this spirit; in his reverence 
for the Constitution; in his loyalty to time-tested economic and financial 
tenets, stemming mainly from Adam Smith; and in his hostility to 
restrictions upon individual liberty. 

Even in these areas his so-called conservatism seemed to many con¬ 
temporaries to lean to the liberal or leftist side. He criticized F. D. R. 
and his New Deal associates. But his strictures upon them were mild 
compared with his harsh castigations of Coolidge, Hoover, and Mellon. 
He declared that Coolidge “carried to the White House the ideals and 
outlook of a hardscrabble Vennont farm.” l.,ater, he remarked in his 
essay on Presidential Prosperity that the aiiticpiated economic views of 
Coolidge interested Herbert Hoewer about as much as an old black¬ 
smith shop would interest the president of I’nited States Steel. His 
opinion of Coolidge w'as contemptuous: “His autobiography has gi\en 
us the stature of his mind.” He was more respectful of Hoover, an able 
man and less ignorant, but equally wrong-headed. His sharp comment 
upon Mellon was that he measured national welfare “in stock prices, 
hidden assets, and dividends,” “7'he trouble v\ ith Mellon has been that 
he was a market-minded financier and not a statt'.srnan.” In Adams's 
judgment, the manner in which Coolidge and Hoove r delivered o])ii- 
mistic predictions cciiicerning the happy outlook for the economy, and 
roseate appraisals of the future of business, was absolutely detestable. 
They were encouraging speculation and promoting an upward whirl 
of the markets that was likely to end in a catastroj.’hic crash. 

On economic and social issues, however, he was always a .severe 
critic of the old order. He pointed out in the Epic that despite the 
so-called prosperity of the countr>’ 1900-1920, “the new wealth was 
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very unevenly distributed”; that although luxury was rampant, wage 
earners and salaried people felt they were not getting their share; and 
that flagrant injustices were evident. The strike against United States 
Steel in 1919, for example, showed that while the earnings of the cor¬ 
poration were “colossal,” furnace men sometimes worked a twenty- 
four-hour shift. “The methods used by the managers to crush the strike 
were in just and un-American, including instructions by agents to pro¬ 
voke all the racial hatred possible between different groups of work¬ 
men.” In a magazine essay on “The Cost of Prosperity” he deplored 
the fact that although the New York Times had reported the Mellon 
family making $300,000,000 in a single year, he did not know a single 
ordinary citizen who had accumulated more than the merest compe¬ 
tency except from gift, inheritance, or stock-market speculation. His 
article on “A Business Man’s Civilization” in another magazine at¬ 
tacked the increasing dominance of business in the once-independent 
professions of the law, architecture, and even medicine. 

Adams gave his principal critical attention, indeed, not to national 
leaders or political parties, but to the American people. It was about 
the people and the quality of their life that he worried; it was upon 
their backs that he laid his lash. 

Yet he never seriously thought of living an>'where but among them. 
He constantly censured their bad manners, their spotty morals (too 
much lawlessness, too much divorce; too much get-rich-quick spirit); 
their low standards in education, culture, and the arts; and their false 
values. He admired Americans in the main; it was only certain aspects 
of their life that^he condemned, but these aspects he assailed fiercely. 
What w'ere they? 

First, he declared, Americans were deplorably reluctant to think — 
to analyze their problems realistically, and measure their aims honestly. 
'Fliey were incurably lazy-minded and hard-minded. They refused to 
look at their history realistically, accepting a hodge-podge of fables and 
illusions respecting it. They refused to examine their place in the world 
and world-affairs honestly; instead, misled by ignorance, old passions 
and prejudices, and tlieir incurable cheerfulness, they took attitudes 
“founded in a mere mush of false historical knowledge, baseless emo¬ 
tions, and sentimentalism.” 

They would not take the facts of modem economic life seriously, 
Adams lamented. Men were now subject to irresistible economic forces 
and industrial changes, over which they had not the slightest control as 
individuals. They paid no attention to them; they moved on with a 
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mere frontier restlessness compounded of optimism, illiteracy, and in¬ 
difference. One of his best papers, “Polyanna, Our Patron Goddess,” 
described the folly of wallowing in this uncritical disregard of truth, 
the mentality of the frontier booster. The primary needs of Americans, 
he said again and again, woe more thoughtfulness and more discipline. 

What distressed him most of all, however, was the indifference of the 
masses to individual freedom, once so highly prized in the United 
States. The story of freedom of speech and of the press, he wrote, was 
one of the acceptance of continually increasing restrictions. War always 
brought new limitations. In World War I Congress had practically 
abolished part of the Constitution by providing punishment up to a 
$10,000 fine and twenty years in jail for anyone convicted of using lan¬ 
guage intended to bring the government of the United States “into 
contempt, scorn, contumely, or disrepute.” Attacks on any dominant 
form of capitalism were punishable with the same savagery. The ob¬ 
scenity statutes were being stretched in various States and cities to stop 
the circulation of printed matter in the most pernicious way. Adams 
wrote that Boston had little intellectual freedom left when it became 
illegal to circulate there certain works by Sherwood Anderson, Conrad 
Aiken, Upton Sinclair, II. G. Wells, Theodore Dreiser, John Dos Passos, 
Bertrand Russell, and Sinclair Lewis. He was as bitter in his comments 
on the methods used to enforce tlie eighteenth Amendment as Walter 
Lippmann was in the New York World. “Such a condition as exists in 
our country today,” he wrote in “Liberty or Prosperity?” “might be 
understandable if our liberties had been overthrown by a tyrant with 
an army at his back, but we claim to be governing ourselves and to be 
the freest people in the world. . . . Scarcely anyone seems to care.” 
He thought that Americans were becoming moral cowards. What was 
considered liberal in Europe in 1925 or 1930 was apt to be branded in 
America as radical or anarchistic. To rise to the heights of thought 
reached by the founders of the republic in 1787 was to run the risk of 
being sent to a social Coventry, or being deported, or being jailed for 
a long term. 

Adams thus became, in the 1920’s and still more in the 1930’s, a 
preacher of social, economic, and political doctrines who, far from 
being conservative, impressed many propertied Republicans and Lib¬ 
erty-League Democrats, along with Volstead Act zealots, as a very 
firebrand of leftist thought. He seemed the more dangerous because 
his influence was pervasive. Such essays as “The Cost of Prosperity,” 
denouncing current greeds, or “Hoover and Law Observance,” attack- 
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ing the mania for more and more laws more and more roughly en¬ 
forced, and “Our Dissolving Ethics,” were widely quoted when they 
first appeared, frequently reprinted, and potent in influencing pulpit 
utterances, newspaper editorials, and political speeches. 

Adams was often accused of drawing comparisons between American 
and European life in his magazine contributions that were unfair to the 
United States. He certainly found more charm, more variety, and more 
of the artistic in France, Italy, and Britain than in the United States; 
and he made this impression almost unpleasantly clear in such essays as 
“Home Thoughts From Abroad,” which he also included in Our Busi¬ 
ness Civilization, and “The Tempo of Modern Life,” later republished 
in the volume of that name. Yet he never uprooted himself to live 
abroad, as a multitude of Americans, young and old, did; and if he 
found too much sick hurry, noise, and pursuit of material gains and 
the pleasures of sensation in America, he more and more perceived 
that the vitality of American life, the resourcefulness of Americans, and 
the social values bound up in our practical, endlessly experimental de¬ 
mocracy, were invaluable. He saw, too, that the political frictions and 
international hatreds rife in Europe made life there altogether too per¬ 
ilous for a permanent residence. He remained an American, increas¬ 
ingly contented at home, and more deeply loyal. 

I'hroughout the 1920’s and 1930’s he varied his essays on politics 
and economics, morals and manners, with disquisitions on literature 
that represented one of his most important contributions to adult edu¬ 
cation. They were not profoundly original and represented no large 
fund of scholarly knowledge, but they were thoughtful, and written 
with epigrammatic vigor and occasional sparkle of phrase. He wrote on 
history and the failure of all attempts to apply a series of laws to it, 
with an especially vigorous condemnation of Henry Adams’s effort to 
define scientific laws. He wrote on “The New Biography,” admitting 
that much of Lytton Strachey’s work was admirable, but declaring that 
his influence upon less talented w’riters had been “disastrous.” Reread¬ 
ing Emerson, he found many of his essays shallow, and like Paul Elmer 
More, thought that he took too brightly cheerful a view of life and 
ought to liave wrestled more earnestly with the problem of evil. 
Emerson was very much the product of his land in its sunny youth, and 
when his country passed through crueller fires of suffering and tragedy, 
it might produce a thinker of darker outlook, from whose pe ssimism 
would come a deeper and more authentic note. Writing upon Matthew 
Arnold, he decided that he, too, had failed to produce a philosophy or 
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even a body of thought satisfactory to Uie newer generations. He had 
overstressed the Hellenic element as a guide to right thinking and ac¬ 
tion, and underemphasized the Hebraic elements. 

Such papers, if not impressive, could at least be called provocative. 
They gave Adams a place jrniong not the best essayists, but the most 
interesting magazine writers. The “Polyanna” paper and the attack on 
the Mucker pose would find a lasting place among the social documents 
of the time. 

As the United States approached the brink of war he received more 
and more agitated letters from friends at home and abroad. Through 
Charles Moore he heard how' the son of Lord Chamwood, the biogra¬ 
pher of Lincoln, had brought his wounded men out of France in the 
great escape from Dunkirk, and how Lady Charnwood, bedridden in 
an upper chamber of the house, had been nearly thrown to the floor by 
a bomb. His heart was w'rung by his last letters from Worthington C. 
Ford in France, an octogenarian but still indomitable. The Germans 
forced Ford from his place near Paris to a beach v'illage near the Pyr¬ 
enees, crow'ded with refugees. “We have only the official bulletins,” 
wrote Ford, “and no comment is permitted that is not favorable to the 
Germans”—but he boldly added his comment anyway. “The English 
are putting up a magnificent fight against tremendous odds and are 
fighting like gentlemen. The Gennans are conducting the contest on 
the lowest plane, for they are liars, brigands, murderers, and of unlim¬ 
ited greed. London — can you picture ii at present? To do so you 
must see how the Hun has treated the French villages, leaving notliing 
but the chimneys.” Getting to Marseilles, Ford received government 
orders to sail ffir America — but died en route. 

Adams published a moving tribute to tliis old friend in the Saturday 
Review. He joined William Allen White’s Committee to Defend Amer¬ 
ica by Aiding the Allies. He responded to the appeal of Lion Feucht- 
wanger for a gift to the Exiled Writers’ Committee to help rescue some 
one hundred anti-Nazi writers who w'ere in P'rench concentration 
camps, or crowding into Lisbon to await passage money to America. 
He lent his talents to the promotion of war savings bonds, and was 
shoitly gratified by a letter from Undersecretary D. W Bell of the 
Treasury' Department telling him (July 9, 1942) that 14,000,000 per¬ 
sons owned these bonds. He wrote for the New York Times Magazine 
a telling article upon national unity in w'artime. He had supported 
Wendell Willkie for President m the 1940 elef'tion, but Willkie had 
come out for support of the Allies, The energy with which he spoke out 
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for Lend-Lease early in 1941 brought from Burton K. Wheeler a 
violent protest. In every feasible way, in short, he supported the Allied 
cause. 

From Cordell Hull that spring came a delighted telegram. “I have 
been very pleased to note your support of the President on the question 
of aid to Britain,” stated Hull. “I have taken careful note of your 
suggestion regarding the possibility of this government making a ‘dra¬ 
matic move’ at the prc.sent time, and I can assure you that your sug¬ 
gestion will receive our most careful consideration.” Within three 
months came the promulgation of the Atlantic Charter. 


The Fire Burns Low 

During the crowded war years, when so many of us were sent far and 
wide, losing old associations and occupations, the friends of James 
Truslow Adams could take satisfaction in his serene absorption in a 
variety of home tasks. “As usual I am tied up with all sorts of work,” 
he wrote me from Southport at Thanksgiving in 1940, as I was leaving 
for battered London; and he continued busy. He was then giving a 
month’s work to the revision of J. M. Beck’s book on the Constitution, 
pu.shing forward the six-volume Dictionary of American History that 
he had initiated, collecting material for the chapter he added each 
year to The March of Democracy, and writing occasional magazine 
articles. The declining health of his sister Amy cost him time and 
anxiety. I^ng hours had to be given every week to a correspondence 
that now embraced political figures from Willkie to La Guardia, as 
well as journalists and scholars. He was too busy for much recreation 
or any exercise whatever, though not for attention to the Academy, or 
for enjoyment of the house that he and Kay had made comfortable, its 
big sun-drenched library' on the ground floor, with a long solid wall of 
favorite books surmounted by white plaster busts, being especially 
attractive. 

By this time he had nearly as many friends as he wanted in the 
village or the towns about, and could always meet others by prearrange¬ 
ment at the Century Club in the city, “I have never been a ‘groupy’ 
person,” he wrote Felicia Geffen of the Academy staff apropos of some 
gathering she was arranging. “My social circle has always been made 
up of people who for one reason or another I like regardless of whether 
they were bankers or brokers or sculptors or lawyers or what-not.” Shy 
and reserved elsewhere, in such circles he was a cheery conversation- 
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alist, ever ready with an incisive remark, witty sally, or quiet laugh, 
always genial, but never taking the center of the stage.*^ 

He was thinking now of another large task, the book that he even¬ 
tually called The American: The Making of a New Man. This was to 
be a study of the American temperament as shaped by the political 
s>'stem of the republic, its religions, its land and maritime frontiers, its 
relations with other lands, and its economic development. Charles 
Scribner wrote him that the theme precisely suited his gifts and was 
certain to appeal to the public. Ke plunged into it with enthusiasm, 
finishing chapter after chapter with his old verve and sparkle until a 
series of misfortunes befell him. His sister became so ill that be brought 
her to Southport, where after nine months in bed she died late in 1942. 
Early next spring Kay broke her ankle, and was on crutches for two 
months. The ensuing summer he himself was prostrated. Taken ill in 
June, he went to the hospital, and although he emerged late in August, 
was not himself again until autumn, for in succession he had a strep¬ 
tococcus throat, virus pneumonia, and a bad case of sulfa poisoning. 
“I nearly moved from the hospital to my lovely plot in Greenwood 
Cemetery,” he wrote me. Altogether, for two years The American was 
constantly interrupted. 

“I had to pick it up so often and drop it and start afresh,” he told 
Solicitor General Orrin Judd of New York, “that I myself thought it 
rotten.” But he kept on, because he really wanted to find out what 
gave the 135,000,000 Arnericans of his day their character. 

When this 400-page book finally came out in 1943 it was far from 
rotten, its best sections almost representing the Adams f)f the earlier 
successes. “A book worthy of its subject,” declared the Atlantic; “re¬ 
freshing in the best sense of the word,” said Commonweal: “a compre¬ 
hensive, readable job w'ith here and thi'rc a new insight,” remarked the 
New Yorker. One seasoned historical writer, Gerald W. Johnson, not 
merely declared that Adams wrote “luminously, learnedly, charmingly, 
and for the most part plausibly,” but set down a sweeping commenda¬ 
tion: “I am acquainted with no other work that within as small a 
compass presents so lucid an account of the major forces that have 
molded and shaped the lives of the dw'ellcrs upon this continent.” It 

” His closest friends were now far away. The ocean and battle lin^s sundered 
him from Francis VV. Hirst; M. A. Dc Wolfe Howe, his spirit unquenchable, 
was eighty in 1944 and kept to Boston: Henry Osborn Taylor died in 1941; 
Henry Hazlitt was busy from 1946 with Neu'ftt'eek. I spent the blitz winter of 
1940-41 in England, returned in 1942 on war work, was in Australia and New 
Zealand in 1943-44, and went to the London Fimbassy in 1946-47. 
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was selected by the government for an Armed Services edition of from 
50,000 to 80,000 copies. Even its critics, who found too much praise of 
rugged individualism, acknowledged that it welded together fact, quo¬ 
tation, and anecdote in an illuminating way. 

But it did not escape the charge that it rehashed a great deal of old 
material in a way that Andre Siegfried could make valuable to Euro¬ 
peans, but that Americans found familiar, or the charge that some of 
its generalizations on democracy, opinion, classes, and constitutional 
principles were too loose for working definitions. 

It was at this point, after the exhaustions of illness and the last sus¬ 
tained book, that an inner spring in Adams’s mental and physical con¬ 
stitution seemed to lose resilience. He began to speak and write with a 
new lassitude and re.Hignation. 

Occasionally he showed all the old sparkle, humor, and zest. For 
example, in the spring of 1947 he wrote Leonard Bacon of an evening 
at the Century Club. 

I was quite late and sat at the long table entirely alone. After a little while, 
another man came in and sat opposite to me on the other side of the table. 
I recognized him but could not think for a moment or two who he was. As a 
matter of fact, I had met him personally only once before at a meeting of the 
Royal .Society of Literature to which I was elected. He turned oi?t to be 
II. G. Wells, as sore as a wet hen. He had been down to LaGuardia Field 
three times with his hand luggage to get a plane for London which would get 
him home for Christmas, but the fog was so thick that he was told to go 
back and .spend the night in New York. Incidentally, he told me that he 
u.sually got his meals in New York at Foyot’s on the Park Avenue corner by 
the Ambassador Hotel. 

Adams, knowing Foyot’s in Paris, thought he would try the New York 
branch, but was taken aback when a mode.st meal cost him and 
Kay $14. 

The Adams of this anecdote was the oldtime Adams, alert for new 
faces and new experiences, but we met iiim less frequently. As the w'ar 
ended, as others turned to their peacetime tasks with fresh hope and 
zest, he showed a detachment we had not before seen in him. 

“You ask me why I have stopped writing,” he wrote me on January 
14, 1947. “It is partly because I am getting old and will be sixty-nine 
this year and am tired and have watched other men like Charles A. 
Beard write too long, and I think it well to stop while 1 still have some 
reputation.” He would maintain his editorial labors and magazine 
articles. “But I cannot see myself facing the beginning of a w'hole new 
book, I am willing to build a chicken-coop but not plan a large build- 
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ing.” He recalled that his forebears had shown neither marked physical 
vigor in their later years, nor unusual longevity. The biographies of 
historians reveal as many instances of early cessation of work as of 
protracted composition; as many men like Gibbon (who completed his 
Decline at fifty-one) and Macaulay (who flagged at fifty-seven) as 
veterans like Bancroft and Von Ranke. Having worked with unremit¬ 
ting intensity for a quarter-century, he might well feel that mental and 
physical health demanded more leisure. 

Moreover, his editorial labors, though on a lower level of achieve¬ 
ment, were heavy and important. W ith the support of Scribner’s, and 
the collaboration of one of the firm’s staff members, R. V. Coleman, he 
carried through three notable undertakings: the six-volume Dictionary 
of American History, the large, one-volume Atlas of American History, 
and the five-volume Album of American History.*^ The first, his own 
conception, deserved the adjective “monumental” that the American 
Historical Review applied to it, and the second the term “impressive” 
giv^en it by the same authority, Coleman, a man .so quiet that he was 
little known even by his colleagues, had three valuable qualifications. 
His knowledge of American history was truly encyclopedic; he was 
familiar with the hundreds of writers and scores of institutions that had 
to be enlisted in preparing great reference works; and his industry was 
prodigious. Adams and he developed organizational plans for the 
enterprises; he then collected the materials, which Adams edited and 
gave his own inimitable touch. 

The Dictionary filled a large need so effectively that it Ibecame an 
indispensable reference work in every library. Americaiv history had 
been completely rewritten during the previous generation. Thousands 
of new facts had been discovered, thousands of verdicts on figures and 
ev'cnts had been revised, and a thousand new interests had been re¬ 
vealed. How could the ordinary' man get quickly and accurately the 
essential facts on every occurrence, controversy, or public policy? Har¬ 
per’s had once published a cumbrous historical dictionary that was as 
dead as the dodo. Adams and Coleman induced more than 1,100 his¬ 
torical scholars to pledge their cooperation; prepared a careful plan; 
assigned nearly 7,000 articles to the proper authorities; and then 
whipped the whole work into shape. It was at once revealed as a work 
that every student, teacher, journalist, and wide-awake citizen would 
have to know and use. As Dean Harry Carman of Columbia said in 

** The sixth volume of the Dictionary and fifth of tlie Album were devoted to 
indexes. 
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raising a scholar’s cry of joy: “It will save countless hours of searching 
through stacks of books!”*® 

The object of the Atlas was of course to present geographical history. 
In scholarship, graphic workmanship, and general utility it set a new 
standard in the field. There were critics wh,o thought that with fewer 
war maps, and more maps of railroads, industries, and population, the 
volume might serve a larger purpose; but on such matters readers 
would always disagre(\ As for the Alburn^ it made an earnest effort to 
provide authentic contemporaneous pictures illustrating every aspect of 
the multifaceted life of the American people. These pictures had to 
cover art, music, household utensils, the implements of farms and work¬ 
shops, ships, churches, dwellings, restaurants — everything that touched 
the experience of the people. Literally hundreds of museums, historical 
societies, libraries, and other respositories were persuaded to contribute 
their treasures. Maps, paintings, silverware, costumes, schoolbooks, 
were all brought into the volumes, for they were documents of history. 
The text was kept to a minimum — most critics thought within too 
strict limits. Emphasis was placed upon authenticity and comprehen¬ 
siveness. Although complete success was impossible, it was plain that 
Adams, Coleman, the art director Atkinson Dymock, and their aides 
had put a prodigious amount of pains and toil into the undertaking, 
and had achieved a result of real usefulness to students of social history. 
“Valuable and stimulating,” wrote Esther Forbes in the New York 
Times, though she added that the commentary should have recei\'ecl 
more thought. 

'I’hcse labors alone would have kept .Adams well occupied. He took 
time, however, for other tasks. One was a book on adult education 
written for the Carnegie Corporation, and entitled Frontiers of Amer¬ 
ican ('ulture. Another was a study of the workings of the Ceneral 
Motors Corporation, written quite independently of that business but 
with its coopt'ration, Big Business in a Democracy. Both were well 
done. In fact, Carl Bridenbaugli thought the adult education volume 
one of the best of Adams’s many book.s, “a rare example of the applica¬ 
tion of history’ to the understanding and solution of current problems.” 
Btith, however, were the kind of books that other men could have 
written, and both were transitory, becoming outdated after a few years. 
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At the same time Adams was giving attention to some new ventures 
in public service. He became a member of the board of the Bridgeport 
Savings Bank, which soon had deposits exceeding $100,000,000, taking 
his duties very seriously; while he also gave time and money to a South 
Dakota organization called Friends of the Middle Border, which had 
for its main object the creation of a cultural center in Dakota Wesleyan 
University at Mitchell, South Dakota. 

This Dakota movement was near to his heart. I’hree of the ten 
incorporators of the Friends were members of the American Academy, 
Adams, Hamlin Garland, and Stewart Edward White, while its advi¬ 
sory board included other academicians: John Erskine, Carl Sandburg, 
and William Allen White. The museum which they founded included 
books and manuscripts of these men, an original Albrecht Diirer given 
by Adams, examples of the work of Audubon, Gatlin, Grant Wood, and 
other painters, and historical objects of importance. Tlii.s, wrote Adams 
proudly in 1943, “is the only museum in the whole vast area covered by 
the two Dakotas, and perhaps we might include Montana and Idaho. 
It is the only place where young and old Americans of that section can 
see original works of art. You never know when from such contact a 
spark of inspiration may fire sornt* yc>ungster, but it is an experience 
also for the old. Recently a retired farmer became so rapt in contem¬ 
plation of Harv'ey Dunn’s fine painting “Dakota Woman” that he had 
almost to be pulled away by his relatives!” 

Working hard at his many avocations. Adams could feel that his 
central vocation, the writing of history, had produced works that would 
outlive him. He took no excessive pride in the valuable reference works 
that he created in these last years, or even in sound contributions to 
contemporary thinking like Frontiers of Culture. He did take pride in 
the vitality of his best books; in the fact that The Epic of America sold 
steadily on an international market, that a continuous demand existed 
for The Adams Family, and that every serious student of the American 
past knew The Founding of New England^ Revolutionary New En¬ 
gland, Provincial America, and America’s Tragedy. From any point of 
view, he was one of the most successful American historians of his time. 
He had played his part, too, in public affairs, contributing t*^ the public 
debate upon political questions, defending the more sobei values of 
social and intellectual life, and championing a responsible interna¬ 
tionalism. 

His strength gradually ebbed. In 1948 he went into New York only 
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four times; he ceased to write magazine articles, and conserved his ener¬ 
gies as far as his duties and his social temper permitted. But it was no 
surprise to his friends when in mid-May, 1949, he was felled by a stroke. 
On the 18th he died. 

The train that carried friends to Southport two days later did not 
usually stop at that small town. For May it was a gloomy day, cloudy 
and chill. I asked the conductor to make a special halt, saying that a 
number of writers and artists wished to alight for the funeral; and a 
little knot of mourners wended their way from the station up the hill 
and through the streets to his “Sheffield House,” where the ceremony 
was to be held. There was the familiar library, before whose fire we 
had often sat, the wall of English and American classics with the white 
busts above them, the grandfather clock, the Viennese painting of the 
consular ancestor, the view southward to the Sound under leaden skies. 

It was an hour not for sadness but for recalling the bright aspects of 
the fruitful career just ended; the career of a largely self-taught scholar 
who had written his name among the most effective historical teachers 
of his generation. Everyone present possessed special memories. One 
friend, the youngest there, possessed especially dear recollections. They 
ran far back to the early 1920’s, until they brought before him a vivid 
picture. It was a vision of the massive old marble building at Broadway 
and Chambers Street; the trees of City Hall Park shimmering in the 
background; the big clamorous city room of a metropolitan newspaper, 
and the c}uieter editorial rooms adjoining; the erect figure of a youngish 
man of impeccable dress, regular features, brown mustache, and shy 
look entering from the wide stairway; and of his face breaking into a 
pleasant smile at the words, “Shall we walk up to Washington Square 
together?” How much had happened in his life since then, and how 
much upon which we could think with happiness! 




Selected Correspondence 
of James Truslow Adams 


The War and the Paris Conference 

Dr. Isaiah Bowman, as World War I approached its end, brought 
Adams into the curious organization for supplying information to 
Woodrow Wilson and his aides called The Inquiry. 

If the State Department tiad been adequately equipped, this inquiry 
into the conditions of peacemaking would not have been needed. But 
in facing the questions of boundaries, reparations, security, trade ar¬ 
rangements, and reconstruction that would soon demand answers, the 
government realized that expert facts must be assembled. It was an¬ 
nounced in September, 1918, that Wilson had asked Colonel E. M. 
House to gather the data, the “who’s who and what’s what” that a 
peace conference would need. Money would come from the President’s 
special fund. The best available historians, economists, geographers, 
and jurists would be enlisted. As we have noted, House deputed the 
management of the Inquiry to Sidney E. Mezes of New York, and 
Mezes turned the executive direction over to Bowman, who asked 
Adams to help him. 

This was a stroke of fortune. Bringing Adams into association with 
such scholars as J. T. Shotwell of Columbia and C. H. Haskins of Har¬ 
vard, it offered him an acquaintance with ambassadors, army officers, 
and journalists like Walter Lippmann. Best of all, it gave him an 
opportunity to go to Paris early in 1919 and to see a little of the dis- 


103 



James Truslow Adams 


104 


orderly process of peacemaking. He never pretended that his services 
were important, but they did offer some training to a future historian. 


To His Family 

"New York, April 19, 1918 
Dr. Bowman wants me here until this work is over, which probably 
means for the war, including perhaps some months more for the pur¬ 
pose I told you of.^ But beyond that he has today definitely offered me 
the position of curator or head of the map department, of the [Geo¬ 
graphical] Society, beginning at the end of the Enquiry work. The 
trustees have approved my name. The pay is not very big, he says, 
$2,000 or possibly $2,500 a year, but the position is of some importance 
from a scientific standpoint, and can be made as big as I can make it. 
When I spoke of not wanting to live in the city, he suggested that I 
might be willing to take the work with three months’ leave in the sum¬ 
mer each year, being on hand only for meetings of learned societies, and 
so on. The Society is the most important one of its kind in either North 
or South America, and the position would be a dignified and interesting 
one. As to the Enquiry work, it has been decided the time has come to 
make it public.® 


To His Family 

Tuesday 

1 had hoped to get out for dinner but my “easy week” has turned 
out a heavy one. Miss Hines (photostat) is in the hospital for an oper¬ 
ation, and will not be back for six weeks, and tonight my secretary left 
for Canada her father being ill. I hope, however, that she will be back 

’ The genial Isaiah Bowman (1878-1950), whom Adams found endlessly help¬ 
ful, was a Canadian by birth who had taken degrees at Michigan State, Harvard, 
and Yale. He became director of the American Geographical Society in 1915, 
holding that place for twenty years, and then became president of Johns Hop¬ 
kins. The earliest of his books, chiefly on South American exploration, included 
South America (1915) and The Andes of Southern Peru (1916). A member of 
learned societies, the holder of half-a-dozen gold medals, and a leader of im¬ 
portant exploring expeditions, he was a practical man of affairs. He now be¬ 
came chief territorial specialist with the Commission to Negotiate Peace. 

* Sidney Edward Mezes (1863-1931), a Californian by birth with a doctorate 
from Harvard, had taught philosophy in the University of Texas before be¬ 
coming its president. In 1914 he was chosen president of City College in New 
York. Connected by marriage with Colonel E. M. House, he was made director 
in 1917-18 of the Inquiry or Enquiry. Later he became director of the territorial 
section of the Commission to Negotiate Peace. He was part author of the not 
very enlightened or enlightening book, fVhat Really Happened in Paris (1921). 
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Monday. Meanwhile the work has piled up on me. All kinds of “ex¬ 
tras”— for example^ last night there was a robbery in the Hispama, 
and I have had to find a night watchman. Late this afternoon General 
Altaschul, of Honduras, came in and took up about two hours. Friday. 
I am to meet Bonilla, ex-President of that country.* 

To His Family 

New York, July 26, 1918 

It has been a pretty tiring week with its hustling and uncertainty — 
mainly the latter. I shall be glad when the next three are over. Last 
night I got all my papers off to Washington, questionnaire, letters of 
recommendation and release, affidavit, certificate of army surgeon, etc., 
and this morning heard that they were all in order. 1 am to report 
for probation Aug. 1st and so will go to Washington Wednesday. They 
tell me that after a few days probation to comply with the law I will 
be recommended for a captain’s commission and they promise — un¬ 
officially— that I will get it. That takes 10 days more of red tape. 
So that is the situation. If it goes thro’ — and I don’t see why it 
shouldn’t, I am in luck. 

As to next winter there is no use planning yet. I shall be in the army 
and subject to orders. I might be in New York again or Washington 
or France or Siberia. My work for a while w'ill be in the General Staff 
in Washington, but I can’t count on being settled anywhere. 

To His Family 

Washington, August 1, 1918 

Although this is Willard paper I am now at the Harrington, having 
spent last night at the Willard and having paid $6.00 for a room and 
innumerable tips. To room and eat there both would cost about $10-11 
a day, I think. Here I have a room for $3.50 and meals are much 
cheaper, but this also is only temporary. Capt. Furlong is trying to find 
a room in a private house for me and I am to hear about it tomorrow 
— $24 a month if I get it. I shall take it for a week or two, I think, 
which will give me time to look about. . . . 

Yesterday I saw Bowman and had a very interesting talk with him. 
He agrees with me that I ought to remain here six months if I get a 
commission even if called back to the E. later, which he wants to do 
if he is in it before they go to the P.G. 

' General Manuel Bonilla was President of Honduras 1912-16. 
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Night Letter to W. N. Adams 

Washington, August 16, 1918 
Have received my commission as captain. . . . 

To His Family 

Washington, August 18, 1918 
I am now in uniform and have been learning saluting with a ven¬ 
geance. The city is full of anny and navy men, and downtowm I sup¬ 
pose one easily salutes a half a dozen times on each block. As all en¬ 
listed men in army and nav'y and officers below Captain in army and 
senior lieutenant in na \7 have to salute me first, while those two 
salute with me simultaneously, and I have to salute from majoj* and 
lieutenant-commander up — you see I have to keep a sharp lookout for 
shoulder straps! It is an awful nuisance. I really had quite a jolt this 
morning. I have been used to passing the guard at the door with a 
nod and smile, but today as I carrje in all four jumped to their feet, 
saluted and stood at attention as I passed in. I have bought two 
summer uniforms ready made — a “palm beach” and a light serge. 
My winter one, I may have made. So far I have got off rather easier 
than I had feared, gbout $150, including a very good rain coat which 
I can use after the war. My boots and leggins are of dark purplish Cor¬ 
dovan leather, which look very well and cost only $27. Pigskin leggins 
are now $90! 


To His Father 

Cosmos Club, Washington, August 22, 1918 

You ask what I am in. I do not suppose I will get my actual printed 
commission for two weeks or more yet, so do not know just how it will 
be worded. I understand I am commissioned as Captain in the “Mili¬ 
tary Intelligence Branch” of the Executive Division of the General 
Staff, U.S. Army. At any rate that is where I am assigned to duty. My 
telegram from the Adjutant General notified me that I was appointed 
Captain, and ordered me to report at once for duty to the Cliief of 
the Military Intelligence Branch. 

T0 His Family 

Hotel Harrington, Washington, August 25, 1918 
I felt so stale I thought I would try to get outside the city and see 
what I could find, so I took a Chevy Chase car to the end of the route. 
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rhen I took a chance on a road which led off into some woods and 
walked for a mile or two, where it opened into meadows again and at 
a bridge over a stream met a small boy, whom I questioned as to the 
possibility of there being a swimming hole. He told me there was a fair 
Dne about a mile down stream. So I followed down and found three 
kids about 14 years old in swimming there. They invited me to come 
in, so I stripf)ed and joined them and spent the rest of the morning 
with them, and came back to town much refreshed every way! 

To His Father 

Office, Monday night, September 23, 1918 
They say the government is going to bring 12,000 more people here, 
but I do not know where they are going to put them. As I went out 
to supper tonight, about six, there was a line at Child’s running through 
the restaurant, out the door and 30 or 40 feet down the street, waiting 
for chairs. All facilities are overtaxed. . . . 

Rock Creek Park is the prettiest park, by all odds, I have seen any¬ 
where. Amy would love it, for there are real woods with pretty paths 
everywhere and a sense of untouched nature, with no crowd anywhere. 
Yesterday I walked about 15 miles, going out to the Brooke Tea House, 
near Chevy Chase, for an early luncheon and then tramping out 
through Maryland, and back into Washington along Rock Creek. . . . 

There is nothing much to report from here. I usually get home by 
B or half past now (after dinner; and hav^e made a beginning of study¬ 
ing Russian. Not that I expect to really learn it, but even a little of it 
is useful to me. It is a perfectly rotten thing to learn. I have certainly 
been fortunate in what the war has done for me so far. I have had a 
chance to widen my perspective very much and have a far better grasp 
of things in general. If, as I hope to do, I should write when I get 
back to civil life, my work ought to show' the results of my present 
training, I think. 


To His Father 

Washington, October 13, 1918 
Yesterday was a holiday. As luck has it I was on duty in th'- after¬ 
noon, but as I had been on also on the previous holiday Furlong got 
Capt. Johnston to take it for me. There were showers all day, but the 
Cushings had invited me to motor so we went in spite of the weather, 
and finally got as far as Frederick, Md. about 110 miles round trip. 
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The change in physiography from the coastal plain to the “Piedmont” 
is very marked, and the latter far more rugged and hilly than we had 
thought. It is beautiful country in western Maryland, and from Fred¬ 
erick one gets a fine view of the Blue Ridge. I saw the site of Barbara 
Fritrhie’s house, which I had never dreamed of visiting. Two weeks 
ago I ran out in another direction to Blue Mount in Virginia about 20 
miles west of Bull Run so have now seen quite a bit of country. Yester¬ 
day’s trip to western Maryland has increased my desire to go down the 
Shenandoah valley some day. The country is ever so much finer than 
the coastal plain, and more prosperous. A few evenings ago Capt. Rich, 
of the War College, motored me around the country east of Washington 
to show me the physiographic features of that part, so I am getting 
quite a scientific view of the lay of the land around this part of the 
world. Today I have been for a walk with Capt. Johnston through 
Rock Creek, and this evening am to have tea home with the Cushings. 

To His Father 

Washington, October 16, 1918 

This morning there was a little incident which will be rather pleasant 
to remember. As we were hurrying along Connecticut Avenue, I saw 
the President’s car come bowling along, with the usual motorcycle 
guard on each side. As it went by I suddenly realized the President 
liimself w'as in it and looking at me. 1 clicked my heels and saluted in 
a hurry, just in time to get a smile and bow before he whirled on. 
Cushing didn’t wake up until too late. It is rather pleasant to have 
had the chance to look the most powerful man in the world in the eye 
and to have had my personal greeting from him. Lansing,* I met in 
New York. If I could only meet Col. House I would have pretty good 
memory pictures of the three main figures in American history for this 
period. 


From Major Charles W. Furlong 

November 18, 1918 

1. As you have been transferred to other duties, I take this oppor¬ 
tunity of expressing to you my appreciation of your efficient service 

' In a letter written from New York, May 3, 1918, Adams states; “According 
to our last news the S. of S. [Secretary of State, Robert Lansing] will be here 
tomorrow and I am tied up therefore.” 

* Charles Wellington Furlong, a man of many-sided talent, educated in Cor¬ 
nell, Harvard, and the £cole des Beaux Arts in Pans, had a spectacular roving 
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while on duty under me in the Military Monograph Sub-Section, 
M.I.D., M.I.2. 

2. Since reporting to this office, August 1st, 1918, you have acted 
as executive officer and have also been in charge of some of the very 
important work of this Sub-Section. This has envolved executive 
ability, the collecting, assembling, writing and revising of certain data 
to be incorporated in field haiidbooks for officers. This has also en¬ 
volved careful weighing of values, systematic and prompt handling of 
difficult material, and putting it into final shape. Besides this, you had 
charge of certain other work requiring tact and business ability. All 
this work you have done with exceptional efficiency and interest, carry¬ 
ing it out promptly. Your appreciation and adaptation of a military 
attitude toward whatever work you have undertaken has made you a 
most valuable officer. 


To His Family 

Washington, December 12, 1918 
Huntington wants me to stay in until July but I am not very keen 
about that. However, so niuch may happen first that 1 am not giving 
it any thought. I do not think that the troubles are through on the 
other side by any means yet. 


To His Family 

On board U.S.S. leviathan, January 22, 1919 
The boat is simply colossal. It is the biggest thing of any kind I have 
ever seen. It is nearly twice the size of the Mauretania (58,000 tons 
against 32,000, I believe) and really seems unbelievable. 

I find I am to share my room with Major Furlong,^ but it is nearly 
as large as mine at hom.e; has four beds, four arm chairs, a center table, 
a writing desk and two wardrobes. . . . 

1 wish you could see Colby’s baggage!* There is a mountain of it in 


career behind him. Between 1900 and 1917 he had discovered the wreck of the 
frigate Philadelphia in Tripoli Harbor, headed the first scientific expedition 
across tiic heart of Tierra del Fuego, won the world’s rough-riding championship 
at Pendleton, Oregon, and published books on the Sahara, Tripoli, and South 
America. He was commissioned a captain in 1917. 

* Major Furlong, whose many-sided talents have just been noted, was on his 
way to Paris, as he later wrote, to take charge of Military Intelligence, and of 
the Conference Room and Reference Room of the American Commission. He 
was therefore Adams’s direct superior. 

*Bainbridge Colby (1869-1950) later became Wilson’s final Secretary of State. 
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the comer. Apparently he is taking everything necessary for every sort 
of life from campaigning to diplomatic, including a couple of fencing 
masks unpacked. What in creation he is going to do with it all 1 can¬ 
not imagine. 


To His Family 

American Commission to Negotiate Peace 

Hotel Grillon, Paris, February 2, 1919 

Well, here I am at last, safely stowed away bag and baggage. I never 
got separated from the latter though I stayed by it with difficulty in 
spots. The trip from Brest to Paris took 15 hours, and was a wild 
scramble at both ends, the details of which will have to wait. The boys 
in the A.E.F., however, are ready to help at every turn, and they are 
really a fine lot. . . . 

Paris is jammed full and as far as I can make out costs at least $10 
a day to live and not well at that. I am taken care of, however, and 
am most comfortably fixed here at the Crillon with a delightful room 
and bath. The place is well heated, and the table simple but good, so 
I have neither comfort nor expense to worry about. The place is not 
large enough to house everyone, so I am very fortunate in being as¬ 
signed to it, and hope I can stay. Bowman thinks I can. 

To His Family 

Paris, February 5, 1919 

I cannot, of course, say much of my work here. It is more or less 
like what I did for the H. C. in N.Y. and is interesting for its setting 
and personal contacts rather than for itself and the sooner it is over 
the better I will like it. My room and office are both in the hotel, 
which I am glad of, as the Parisian climate is rotten in winter. I shall, 
however, try to get out a bit each day. Sunday I walked up the 
Champs Blysee as far as the Bois, have been up and down the Seine a 
bit, but naturally have little time for sight seeing, for which I shall use 
Sundays as I can. Next Tuesday I have been asked to a box party at 
the Opera for a gala performance of Faust with all the best singers in 
honor of Wilson and it ought to be good. I expect, however, to keep 
pretty steadily at work and do not expect to go in for much gaiety. . . . 

Today I passed Gompers^ in the hall and had a good look at him. 

* Samuel Gompers (1850-1924), one of the founders of the American Federa¬ 
tion of Labor in 1886, and later almost continuously its president till his death; 
he represented the A.F. of L. at the Peace Conference in Paris, 1918-19. 
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He. has rather a shrewd fine face, a little heavy but rather a good type. 
I have also run into a number of other lesser notabilities, like George 
Creel, Hoover,^ etc. Well, I am going to read Le Temps a bit and 
turn in. 

t 

T 0 His Father 

Paris, February 15, 1919 

I cannot write of my work and do not do much outside of it. Yester¬ 
day, as the cables told you, I suppose, the text of the League of Nations 
was made public. Everything here, however, runs along much as it 
might in any business office and there is little sense of anything more 
important going on than the drafting of any ordinary contracts. The 
whole atmosphere is matter of fact; I would like to write my own views 
of the whole situation but suppose I had better not. 

The weather continues simply abominable — absolutely no sunshine, 
and rain and fog much of the time. If . . . this is the usual thing here 
in winter, nothing in the world would induce me to live here. The side¬ 
walks have not been dry once since I have been here, and everything, 
buildings, trees and sky are grey and black. Paris may be gay behind 
closed doors but is about as depressing as can be in appearance outside. 

To His Father 

Paris, March 31, 1919 

I have just seen my superior officer here and he has agreed to ar¬ 
range to have orders issued for me to sail from Brest “on or about April 
15th.” I have also fixed it up with Bowman. That will be 3 months 
from the time I was ordered here and, for various reasons, the moment 
seemed opportune to get away. I shall certainly be glad to get back. 
If I reach the States by May 1st, I may be able to get my discharge 
and go home for good by the middle of May. I cannot tell over here 
how long the process is. It is possible 6 weeks now may see me free 
and with you again. It certainly sounds good. 

On my return this morning, I found a nice note from Elie de Fesquet 
saying his mother and father would be glad to have me dine there 
Thursday, and I shall go. I judge they are very nice people and it will 
be pleasant to see a real French home, and I shall be glad to see the 
kid again. 

‘George Cieel (1876-1953), Western journalist and former editor of the 
Rocky Mountain News, had been appointed chairman of the Committee on Pub¬ 
lic Information in April, 1917, and served for more than two years. Later he 
wrote The War, the World, and Wilson (1920). 
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To His Father 

Paris, April 3, 1919 

Having just come in from the de Fesquet’s and having had black 
coffee there and not being at all sleepy, I will get off a few lines to 
you about the event. It was very interesting and very pleasant, though 
I must confess it took a bit of courage to go to a dinner where I had 
never laid eyes on my host or hostess, who I knew did not speak En¬ 
glish and to possibly encounter others in similar state. It would have 
taken still more had I known what was coming, although it needn’t 
have for it all went off very nicely. They are evidently people of very 
considerable wealth (connected with the DuPonts before the latter 
family left France). The dinner was an elaborate and perfectly de¬ 
licious one with ten people — the Naval Attache of the French Embassy 
at Washington, a Count somebody, an old Abbe and others. I was evi¬ 
dently the guest of honor, took Madame de F. to dinner on my arm 
and sat on her right. The old butler, the wines, everything was perfect 
and I imagine I saw a certain type of French life at its best. One or 
two spoke English, and Elie was put at my left and was most attentive 
and helped me along. 

Life is certainly a funny thing — all this from a chance street ac¬ 
quaintance! Having decided to take me in, they certainly did it up 
brown! Madame Bonfre (wife of the Naval Attache) knows all the 
State Dept, people here and it is possible enquiries were made about 
me, though I do not know. The two older sons were both killed in the 
war and Elie is the only one left, and Madame’s first remark, “Vous 
avez etc ties aimable a mon fils. Monsieur Capitaine,” accounts for my 
honore of course. 


To His Father 

Paris, April 9, 1919 

I have just come in from luncheon with Baron Korff at the Lutetia. 
His wife and father-in-law, Admiral Van Reyper, have taken a house 
at Inogne for the summer. He wants me to go to see the Baroness in 
Washington and give her news of him so I suppose I must. Tomorrow 
I lunch with Dr. Hudson of Harvard, one of the international law ex¬ 
perts. Friday Capt. Stoika, of the Rumanian army is coming to dinner 
with me. Saturday I dine w’ith Dr. Grey, a Persian scholar, and his 
wife, Monday I still hope to leave for Brest with Farabee, It sounds 
very interesting but to tell the truth I shall be very glad to get away 
and can hardly wait. I feel as though I would give anything to lie on 
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the beach and watch the ocean and do nothing for a while. The jiros- 
pect in Europe depresses me. . . . 

I do not know whether a New England history would be profitable 
or not and shall probably talk the matter over with Abbott when I get 
home. I had a letter from ?rof. Cook a few days ago. A couple of days 
ago I was lunching with Dean Haskins of Harvard who told me he 
would give me every facility for work in the Harvard Library.^ 


The New England Histories: Miss Seely 

Returning from Paris in 1919, Adams soon devoted all his energies 
to reading, research, and writing. He also kept busy through 192.3 visit¬ 
ing libraries of documentary sources in Worcester, Providence, Salem, 
and other New England towns. He immersed himself in a mass of 
monographic studies and special articles, not forgetting to save time for 
reflection. His object was to upset “the old conception of New England 
history, according to w'hich that section was considered to have been 
settled by persecuted icligious refugees, devoted to liberty of con¬ 
science.” This revolt against a worshipful attitude toward the Puritans 
had begun when Brooks Adams published (1887) The Emancipation 
of Massachusetts, a book which showed the faultiness of the ideas and 
practices of the Puritan leaders. James Truslow Adams meant to com¬ 
plete the revolt. 

He toiled upon his scholarly and realistic refutation of the old picture 
of a glorious company of saints and patriots as founders of the section 
with earnestness. Meanwhile, he had to make a living and a reputation 
by magazine work. The Founding of New England in 1921 and Revo¬ 
lutionary New England in 1923 proved instantly successful, appealing 
to scholars and general readers alike. 

But these were not years of st-holarly industry alone. Blossoming in 
the hard-working routine of the time was his friendship with Kathryn 
M. Seely, which soon became something more than a friendship. His 
other letters pale in comparison with those to the Long Island girl who 
helped him to capture a sen.se of the larger horizons of life. 

‘ The various persons here mentioned include Manley O. Hudson (1886-), 

who was taken to Paris as an expert on international law, and who later serv'cd 
in the secretariat of the League of .Vations; Albert S. Cook (1853-1927), pro¬ 
fessor of English in Yale, and editor :»f various classic texts in English literature; 
and Dean Charles H. Haskins of Har\’ard (1870-1937), author of The Normans 
‘<n European History (19)5), who v/as sent to Paris as an expert on Western 
Europe. William Curtis Farabce, the anthropologist (1865-1925), has been 
noted in the biographical introductior. 
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T 0 Kay Seely 

Bridgehampton, December 10, 1923 

Dear “Youngster” — 

(Miss Seely sounds so very formal, but I will be respectful and use 
it next time!) 1 am still rather shaky as you can see, but I want to 
thank you for your part in contributing to the picture of the smoker’s 
reverie, which I found in my pocket and which helped to cheer an 
evening which had some very lonely spots in it in spite of my natural 
pleasure at home-coming. I knew I would miss the happy comradeship 
of the past two weeks, — and 1 do. It certainly is the unexpected which 
happens in life. How little I thought a month ago I would be in the 
hospital, and when that was settled, how little I thought I would find 
new friends there, and be really down-hearted at leaving. I shall keep 
the “reverit*” as a souvenir of what was a very happy time — thanks to 
you both. 

1 will write to you again after a while, and meantime let me thank 
you again for all you did for me, — more than you know. 

To me, younger friends are both a help and a happiness. Perhaps 
an older one would not be wholly useless to you. Count me an honest 
and sincere one to you if you wish, certainly one who has high hopes 
of you and counts on your developing into all that he has seen of the 
best in you. Stick to it! Do not try to live too many years ail in a day, 
— and may courage and good fortune go with you. 

Faithfully your friend, 

James Truslow Adams 


T 0 Kay Seely 

New York, December 31, 1923 

Dear Katluyn — 

If your experience in life is anything like mine, I think you will find 
one of the hardest questions to answer is one that is always coming up 
about all sorts of things, — “Where shall I stop? Where shall I draw 
the line?” 1 tell you, Kathryn, if we could only always answer that right 
we would have solved the art of living. The old Puritan tried to answer 
it by cutting almost all the joy out of life. In Massachusetts and Con¬ 
necticut there could be no dancing, no songs except hymns, church all 
day Sunday, no one allowed even to go for a walk that day, boys and 
girls not even allowed to get together in the evenings, penalties for kiss¬ 
ing, &c, &c. 1 have made a study of the results, and they are startling, 
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though what might be expected, and in my writings 1 have attacked 
the Puritanic attitude toward life. 

To Kay Seely 

* Paris, February 27, 1924 

When I said I did not remember that first night [at the Southampton 
Hospital] it was so, but haven’t you discovered yet that things that you 
don’t remember for a while come back clearly later? . . . Things come 
back and settle down in the right order. And now I remember every 
detail of that night. Mrs. P. bustled about and got ready to leave, and 
then brought you in, and you stood in front of the bureau, with your 
stiff collar, and she said “Here’s little Miss Seely (she said little), who 
will look after you.” After a little while you offered to get me a bit of 
aeorozone or whatever the stuff was, and when I hesitated you said “It 
is all right or I wouldn’t give it to you,” and I said I knew that, and 
so on. And I shall never forget the absolute sense of well-being that 
your rubbing my forehead brought me. I like Mrs. P., and she is a 
good nurse but your rubbing is worth ten of hers, though perhaps I 
shouldn’t tell you so, but then women are never conceited or babies 
with the toe ache, are they? Well, I was baby enough then to love to 
have you rub me but I will tell you something also. There was more 
than one time when I was not asleep when I pretended to be and 
would have loved to have you keep on but thought it was not fair, and 
your patient heard you tiptoe out ever so carefully, leaving him ap¬ 
parently asleep but really wishing you were not going. But then all 
men are babies! 


To Kay Seely 

Oxford, April 13, 1924 
I feel very far off and out of touch with things. Last week I had a 
shock in a letter of a few lines telling me one of my best friends, Baron 
Korff of Washington, had died suddenly, ill only two hours. He was 
a very fine fellow. His career in Finland ruined by the Russian Revolu¬ 
tion, he never uttered a complaint or a whimper but came over here 
and had already achieved success and was at the beginning of a brilliant 
career. His mind was a delight and he was so simple, frank and manly. 
I shall miss him very much, and his death is an absolute calamity for 
his wife and two children. Well, the older one gets, the more one has 
to meet these things. 

The more one sees of it and thinks of it, the more extraordinary and 
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utterly incomprehensible life becomes. We start out like any other 
animal, the fertilization of a protoplasmic egg so small you can’t see it, 
and, well, I needn’t go into all the physiology, you know it as well and 
probably better than I do. But then the human being is so unlike any¬ 
thing else in the whole universe in its capacities. In our thought, in 
our moral sense (however applied morals may differ from time to 
time), in our consciousness of ourselves and our own existence, in our 
control of the forces of the universe, in our search for knowledge of 
the nature of which we are a part, and all the rest. ... If we think it 
is better to try to see and make beauty than ugliness, let’s try to do so. 
If we condemn suffering, let’s try to prevent it. If we believe in justice 
and loyalty and so on rather than what the universe seems to give us, 
let’s try for that. As for faith and hope, well all we have is that we 
see that man has already outstripped the rest of the universe apparently 
and perhaps he may go further. Man seems to be headed in a different 
direction from the rest, a direction which would lead to a very different 
universe. If we don’t march in that direction, what is the alternative? 
We can slip down to the level of the rest of things, we can prey on 
others, we can, well, we can do all the things that occur to tis, but 
we will have the feeling that we are betraying all the struggles of the 
best types of men .for tens of thousands of years and, in the long run, 
we won’t be even as happy as if we had tried to stick to the best ideals 
of what we have evolved. Do you see anything else for it, Kathryn? I 
confess I don’t. I am not preaching. I am simply thinking aloud in 
my present mood. 


To Kay Seely 

London, April 15, 1924 
Well, the American mail came and no letter from a kid who wears 
soldier caps and, the first night she meets her patients, a high collar. . .. 

We came up from Oxford yesterday, and this morning went out to 
Warwick Castle. It is really beautiful and although it covers some eight 
hundred years of -English history, most of it is in good repair and is 
still the home of the Earls of Warwick. One has the sense everywhere 
here of being in close touch with all periods of English life, from the 
very beginning. For example I was in a Saxon water mill today which 
is still running and grinding! In the castle I was in the present 
Countess’s music room, a magnificent great hall in which one goes 
back from the photographs of the Countess’s present friends through 
the centuries and remembers that in that same room Piers Gaveston, 
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the favorite of Edward II received his death sentence and was hurried 
out to be beheaded in 1312, and much of English history both before 
and since has taken place in it. Everything tells of the movement of 
life through all of it. In a comer there is an enormous iron bowl, which 
was used in the 13th. century to cook meals for the Earl’s retainers and 
is now used only to brew punch, 120 gallons, as each new earl comes 
of s^e. On a stand is a helmet which Cromwell wore, and so on 
through the whole enormous room, down, as I say, to the present day 
with photographs of friends who were in the last war. The grounds 
are lovely everywhere, as are the views from the castle windows up and 
down the river Avon as it winds between woods and meadows. We also 
went over to see the ruins of Kenilworth Castle but although very 
interesting, it tr in ruins and one does not get the same sense of con¬ 
tinuous historic life there as at Warwick. 

To Kay Seely 

Washington, May 31, 1924 

I have been through 330 newspapers today from the 1770’s to 1786 
making notes and my eye muscles have had fast exercise running up 
and down columns of faded yellow print. . . . 

Tuesday I go to New York, my sister staying on here. I get there 
late in the afternoon and have to be up at 120th Street for dinner with 
Murray Butler, the president of Columbia University. In fact, I am 
to be one of the guests of honor. Then next morning I have to be up 
there again before ten for the commencement at which I am to be 
given an honorary degree as Doctor of Letters, and a luncheon after¬ 
ward — about five hours of publicity which I shall be jolly glad to get 
through with. It is considered quite an honor and now you know ail 
about it. . . . 

In the past two years I have had quite a few honors but do you 
know, they are beginning to make me feel rather old and lonely. 1 do 
not mean that I do not enjoy the recognition of my work and the con¬ 
sideration shown me but one has to have someone to share such things 
with, someone who really cares more than one does one’s self, to get 
much zest out of them. My sister is proud of them but we are getting 
old, I guess, and take everything in a very matter-of-fact way. I ought 
to have had a wife and some kids, and, if things had been different, I 
might have. The only real fun 1 have had out of it, I had from my little 
friend of fifteen I'spoke of the other day. 1 told her a couple of days 
ago and got back, by special delivery, the loveliest letter, bubbling over 
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with affection and pride. It wanned my heart ail the way through... . 

It is odd that, without any connection between them, I have come 
into three friendships with girls, counting you, since I went to the hos¬ 
pital. I say it is odd because I had been so many years without any at 
all. Many years ago, well, I had an experience. She had some millions 
and I had practically nothing, and at any rate when that was all over 
I steered clear of girls for a long time. I had family cares, worked like 
a dog in business and had no girl or women friends at all beyond mere 
social acquaintances. I gave up all idea of ever getting married and 
never shall now, but I missed a great deal.... 

I shall certainly be glad to get back to Bridgehampton in a little over 
two weeks. It will be seven months since I left home for the Southamp¬ 
ton Hospital, the longest time I have been away from my shack there 
since I built it, except the year and a half I was in the war. If I am 
up to it, I have a busy summer ahead. I want to make a fair start 
on my new book so as to be able to finish it next summer after this; I 
have promised quite a number of book reviews and several magazines 
are going to send me work of that sort to do, which helps to pay bills; 
the book I wrote last summer has to be whipped into shape a bit for 
style and to lit into the volumes before and after, which are being 
written by other men, (there are to be twelve in all, each by a different 
man); several editors have asked me for articles, which I am not sure 
whether I shall try to write or not; but at least I shall be home and 
can do as much or as little as I seem fit for. I think I shall be all 
right. They wrote me the other day that they were waiting for me to 
help them organize the Boy Scouts but I am not going to get deep 
into village things this year, beyond doing my share on the Community 
House committees. I was chairman of both the finance and building 
committees of that, and the legal work of organization, the raising of 
the more than $60,000 we got and all the rest nearly finished me. 

To Kay Seely 

Washington, June 6, 1924 

Tuesday evening was the dinner at President Butler’s given in honor 
of Mellon, Tarkington, a man you know, and the other five who were 
getting the special degrees. There were about thirty other guests, ail 
distinguished men and it was hard to realize that they were supposed 
to be there to honor us. Butler has a beautiful big house, the flowers 
were really wonderful, and the guests all interesting, so I had a good 
evening. I liked Tarkington, a big, rather clumsy, quiet chap. Mellon, 
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die Secretary of the Treasury, I liked immensely, a distinguished look¬ 
ing man, very quiet, with rather tired looking eyes, extremely modest, * 
almost shy, evidently a sensitive make-up and as far removed from the 
type of most men in high public office as could well be. He is one of 
the ablest financiers in Axperica, worth some fifty or sixty millions, and 
it has meant nothing to him to be the head of the treasury except the 
performance of a public duty while all sorts of mud has been slung at 
him, as usual in politics. I had a long talk with H. H. Kohlsaat, who 
has been the friend and adviser of every Republican president since Mc¬ 
Kinley, and got a lot of interesting bits from him.' Brander Matthews, 
the veteran dramatic critic, was there, and, oh 1 don’t know, a lot of 
others. It may interest you to know that in spite of BuUer’s speech 
about prohibition there was absolutely nothing to drink either at the 
dinner or after, although it was a man’s dinner only and in a private 
house, so you see the Constitution is observed sometimes. 

The next morning was commencement. I got up to the university 
about half-past-nine and got into my robes as a Doctor of Laws, the 
degree I had received last spring. I assure you I am quite gorgeous in 
them, — a black silk gown faced with purple velvet down the front, big 
sleeves slashed with the same purple, and a velvet cap with a gold 
tassel. 1 met a lot of people and about an hour later the procession of 
between three and four thousand graduates got under way to march 
across the campus. The students coming up for their Bachelor degrees 
were all in black but our part was quite gay with the colored robes and 
hoods, and we eight had an escort of twenty naval officers in white and 
gold uniforms. . . . 

As I wrote you from New York, your letter touched me very much. 
It was a lovely letter, and full of the Kathryn that I am fond of. I 
loved that page about the kids. So it did you good when the little six- 
year-old kissed you and put her arms around your neck after her 
prayers? Of course it did. I remember when my godson was a little 
tike and I used to go up to Connecticut once a month to see him, — 
he was about eight to eleven then, — he always insisted on my going 
up to be with him while he got to bed. He would get undressed and 
into his pajamas, and then always sit on my lap for a while and talk. 
Then he would get down and say his prayer at my knee, give me a 

* Herman Henry Kohlsaat (1853-1924), bom in Illinois of immigrant parents, 
had made a fortune from a wholesale bakery and a chain of restaurants, and 
had invested some of his money in newspaper properties. He used the Chicago 
Inter-Ocean and Record-Herald to support the Republican Party, and took pride 
in his friendship with McKinley, Theodore Roosevelt, and Taft. 
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kiss, and 1 would sling him up on my shoulder and carry him out to 
his bed on the sleeping porch and tuck him up with another kiss. Do 
you good morally? 


To Kay Seely ^ 

July 10,1924 

This may not be mailed to you for some time but I am enthusiastic 
at the moment and might as well pass it on. What about? Well, the 
last thing 1 ever thought I would be, a New England minister of a 
hundred years ago.^ 

I was rather dreading having to go through his diary in four big 
volumes but the introduction has made me wish that both you, and I 
had known this old chap. He was extremely learned and read and 
sf)oke twenty languages. That I give you just as a background for the 
rest. What first struck me was a passage frpm one of his sermons. He 
said “When a man is found, who does not profess much, nor despise all, 
who is pure from guile, peaceable in his life, gentle in his manners, 
easily dissuaded from revenge, with a heart to pity and relieve the 
miserable, impartial in his judgment and without dissimulation, — this 
is a man of religion. This is an apostolic description of a good man; 
and whatever opinions he may have, and he has a right to choose for 
himself, this man is after God’s own heart.” Now that is good talk! 

One day during service in the War of 1812 (he lived in the seaport 
of Salem), he saw a man look through the window and speak to one 
of the ship-owners. He stopped his sermon and said “Mr. Brown, is 
there any news?” He was told two British cruisers were chasing a Salem 
vessel into the harbor and likely to catch her. Dr. Bentley at once said 
to the congregation “this is a time for action not for words. Let us 
do what we can.to save the Constitution [the vessel]. God be with us. 
Amen,” and put on his hat and rushed out with the rest, and they 
saved the boat. 

The list of things he did for the poor and sick, and the way he did 
everything is really wonderful. Nobody in those days thou^t much 
or did much for children. All summer he used to take a dozen children 
or so, different parties, off for long walks in the woods or on the shore, 
tell them about the things in nature, and then end up with a supper 
for them. Apparently the boys of the village adored him. Once the 
schoolmaster suddenly died and the selectmen announced that the 

* The Diary of William Bentley (1759-1819) was published by the Essex In¬ 
stitute, 1905-14. 
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school would be closed as they could not get another teacher. Dr. Bent¬ 
ley at once said he would teach until they did. Next morning after 
the news had got about every boy in the place turned up to go to 
school! And it tells how this man, who was perhaps the most learned 
man in all Massachusetts at the time, taught the kids. ... 

Friday afternoon. Hello, Kitty-kat! No letter from Southampton in 
the mail. And I have no time to write one. 1 have been delayed with 
one thing and another all day and must get down to work. Just had 
a letter from the Atlantic asking me to review a book and have it reach 
them by the 23d, — and the kid here most of next week! I shall take 
it to New York with me and sit up and read it Thursday night. 

I was looking over one or two of your letters last night. I want to 
say seriously, Kathryn, that I appreciate very very deeply the affection 
and trust you feel for me. You need never fear I will misunderstand, 
and I will try to deserve them both as though I were really your big 
brother. You say you could not misunderstand me now, and I don’t 
think I could you. I know perfectly well that there is “no harm” as 
you say in your feeling for me, and as for me, I think your trust is 
safe. I have talked absolutely openly to you, on purpose, and you know 
me pretty well.. 


To M. A, De Wolfe Howe 

Long Island, July 27, 1924 

I was very glad to hear from you and will answer from my new 
quarters. For I have become very luxurious and have built me a study 
back of the garden where I can retire to perfect privacy. It is only 
12x16 but it is fitted up as a literary workshop and will be a delight. 
I have rigged up shelves for all the books I am using constantly, more 
shelves for photostats and maps, a broad shelf about ten feet long, just 
high enough to stand at comfortably for spreading out notes and so 
on when I want to get a birdseye view of a mass of material, a few 
comfortable chairs, a smoking table, and my typewriter. There is a 
window on each side to catch the breeze from any direction, and to 
the south I look over the level meadows to the dunes with an occasional 
glimpse of ocean. From the front door, as I write, I look down the 
garden path, which just now is a liot of hollyhocks and phlox. It is 
far from the telephone and other intrusions. Aren’t you envious? I am 
so exceedingly pleased with myself that I hope that I can do some work, 
tho’ I doubt it. Possibly the necessity of paying for it will spur me on! 
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I sent an article to Sedgwick' which he seemed to like and is goixi^ 
to use on “Historic Determinism and the Individual/’ tho’ 1 do not 
know what issue it may come out in. I should hear from him this 
week again about it. He had the rough draft and I sent him the 
finished one a few days ago. They also seem satisfied with a book re¬ 
view which I got off to them on time last week. I got the book from 
them Thursday afternoon just as I was leaving for New York and had 
to mail the review Monday morning. The book was a little disappoint¬ 
ing on examination but they promise to send me something better next 
time. Last night (Saturday) I had a two-column review in the Sun 
of Osgood’s life and work which occupied the leading place on the 
book page.* As I shall not have a book out for two years 1 suppose 
signed articles and reviews will help a bit to keep my name going. I 
noted the Transcript but remained tranquil. It was unfair in that I 
had not claimed that the Revolution was all due to class conflict and a 
few radicals at all, but was merely trying to trace all the contributory 
causes. But I am not worried. The review in the London Times (two 
columns) was very good and spoke of Revolutionary New England as 
“a brilliant book.” I do not know who is gratuitously acting as press 
agent, but various items are going about the press about me, such as 
my getting the Litt.D. from Columbia; and one item stating that I am 
busy disinterring the best Boston family skeletons comes from Alabama, 
Wisconsin, and elsewhere. This publicity is an odd biuiness! 

To Kay Seely 

Bridgehampton, August 4, 1924, at least I 
think it is the 4th. It is Sunday. 

I am writing this in my new study which I do not think was finished 
when 1 wrote to you last. I am as pleased as a kid with a toy over it, 
and I really think I am going to get lots of work done in it. I have 
shelves for books and photostats, a high shelf table which I csm work 
at standing up, a few green wicker chairs, my typewriter table, and a 

' Elleiy Sedgwick (1872*1960), had become editor of the Atlantic Monthly 
a decade before this date. This article was the first of Adams’s contributions to 
the magazine. 

* Herbert Levi Osgood (1855*1918), long professor of history in Columbia 
University, who was best known for his history of the American colonies in the 
seventeenth century, had just been given a careful biography by his son-in-law, 
Dixon Ryan Fox (1887*1945), who later left a chair of history in Columbia to 
become president of Union College. Adams admired the painstaking if stylis¬ 
tically dry work of Osgood. 
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little wicker table, on which are tobacco, pipes, magazines, and a pic¬ 
ture of my “daughter.” From the front door I have a very pretty view 
down the garden path, which, just now is a riot of hollyhocks and 
phlox. The little shack was quite honored this morning by a visit from 
Charles Andrews of Yale, ,who is the greatest scholar in America in 
colonial history, and, incidentally, a very charming chap. . . . 

1 have cleared up all my outside writing but one review now for a 
time and am working only on my book.”^ Next month I expect quite 
a few reviews to do again with the autumn books so want to make hay 
on my main work now. I hope before so very long to drop in at the 
hospital again if it is all right and won’t bother you. 

Last week I felt rather rottenly, a sort of “all-gone” feeling nervously 
but am much better again. The week before I had been very much 
worried about something and I guess I was having a bit of reaction 
after too much happiness with the youngster down here. ... It is a 
perfectly heavenly day today, as you probably know yourself! and I 
wish you were here in the “study” where we could have a good chat. 
How does it feel to be only a month off twenty-six? . . . Just think, I 
will be forty-six in October. I would like to drop twenty of them and 
start again with what I know now! 

To Kay Seely 

Bridgehampton, August 12, 1924 

Heigh-ho, I have finished chapter I. I don’t like it and it will have 
to have a good deal of revising later on, but such as it is there it is 
on the shelf. 1 think I am getting into the swing a little more. 

You see I had not done any book writing since last November and 
one does strike a stride. The first chapter always bothers me, and this 
book does not interest me as much as the other two did anyway. 1 have 
got worked up a little painting the miseries of the private soldier in the 
Revolution and one of these days, when 1 am in the mood for it, I 
am going to end chapter I with a good slam at the comfortable people 
who wouldn’t either go into the army or pay their share of the taxes. 
The U.S.A. was not chock full of patriots in those days! It was the 
same old story of greed and selfishness on the part of large classes while 
some poor beggars and some real patriots did the work and took the 
knocks. Well, it will always be so, I suppose. At any rate, it always 

* Having published The Founding of New England and Revolutionary New 
England, 1691-1776, Adanjs was now engaged upon New England in the Re¬ 
public, 1776-1850, which he published in 1926. 
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has been. Perhaps some day human beings will learn to order all things 
better and there will be a happier world. 

I often think that even with all the physical suffering which there is 
in disease, old age, and so on, nevertheless what a wonderful world it 
would be to be happy in if we only knew how to handle things and 
ourselves. In the first place the world itself is wonderfully beautiful 
with its oceans, its shores, rivers, and lakes, the woods and clouds, the 
sunsets and stars and all the rest, except where man spoils it. We have 
learned to produce all we need for the comfort of everyone if we could 
only distribute things rightly. Then there is our love of making things. 
We all love to make something ourselves, and the vast stores of lovely 
things that have been made by the people of different ages and nations, 
shows what we can do, the pictures, furniture, poems and books, 
statues, buildings, if we could only make things for their beauty instead 
of to sell quickly in mass for profit for a few. Then there is all the 
wealth of human love and affection, if we only knew how to use it 
without getting into trouble. Think of all those who want to give love 
and affection and those who want to get them, and yet how many do 
neither but just stay lonely and dry up because of all the possible 
troubles that may come, things being as they are. 

It is really an extraordinary world for possible happiness and yet we 
ourselves make such a mess of it, and then blame the universe. It is 
not the fault of any one of us. We are all caught in the great ma¬ 
chinery but perhaps some day a better ordering of everything may 
come, and if it does what a wonderful chance for happiness there would 
be. The four things a man needs are simple enough, play, work, love 
and worship. (Did you ever read Cabot’s What Man Lives By? It 
is worth your looking at it if the library has it. The B.H. one has it.) 
But we have largely spoiled work by modem conditions, we don’t know 
how to play, a large proportion have to go without love, and the 
churches with their dogmas and cold intellectuality and our-own self- 
consciousness have largely taken away our worship, in its wide sense. 

I had no idea of getting on this tack when I started to write. I had 
just finished my chapter and thought I would chat with you a few 
minutes before going on to other work. . . . 

My, how it rained on the roof of my shack this morning. There is 
nothing but the shingles over my head and it made such a racket I 
could hardly hear the Corona clicking. Yes, the shack is masculine, all 
right and is going to stay so. It is very simple and there is not much in 
it but it is a great success for work. I spend the whole day out here all 
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alone and just go in the “other” house for meals and at night. I could 
really be quite content to bring a cot out and live here! 1 was figuring 
the other day that I could not replace my house and grounds as they 
are today at present costs for less than $22,000 (don’t tell the tax as¬ 
sessors! !) and the stuff in it is insured for about $18,000 more, and here 
I am living quite as happily in a $400 shack on the other side of the 
hedge. Isn’t that a commentary on modem life?! If the other house 
ever bums up I shall never accumulate such stuff again. . . . What 
I would do with all our stuff I don’t know. One can’t sell family por¬ 
traits, family heirlooms in big mahogany furniture and ail that sort of 
thing, and little by little one gets overwhelmed with one’s belongings. 
Sometimes I wish almost it would all bum up! One gets tied up as 
life goes on. My friends think of me as being perfectly independent, a 
bachelor without a family and .enough money at any rate to be inde¬ 
pendent as a bachelor, whereas the fact is, with my place here, which 
cannot be left in the summer or rented without mining it, and my sister, 
I am as much tied up as if I had a wife and three children! She has it 
in her head now that she ought to give me a month’s “vacation” next 
winter and is talking of going to Cuba, but I doubt it As 1 shall be 
working about eight hours a day in the Library of Congress my vaca¬ 
tion does not promise to be exciting in quiet Washington. It rather 
amuses me. As a mater of fact, it is well for everyone to get away from 
daily contacts once in a while and her theory is all right for neither of 
us has gotten away for years. 

To Allan Nevins 

Bridgehampton, October 31, 1924 

You can tell Mr. Sherman from me that overwork does not pay.^ 
Two years ago my doctor told me I had been using my head too much 
and ought to have a rest. Like most males in fair form I laughed, and 
signed up with Macmillan for the book for Fox. I wrote the whole 
thing last year and had it beautifully planned to get clear just short of 
a breakdown and go to Europe. Then I landed in the hospital with 
appendicitis, and on account of my nervous condition it has taken me 
a full year to get back, and I am not quite back yet. I have discovered 
that one needs extra vigor laid up for a rainy day quite as much as 
pennies. 

1 am sending off a review of your book this morning to Dr. Canby 

* Stuart P. Sherman’s death in the summer of 1926 was occasioned by a heart 
attack while swimming, but followed years of sedentary overwork. 
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and thinking you might care to see it 1 have knocked olT an extra 
carbon. I honestly think you have done a very good piece of work. I 
returned the copy the New Republic sent me and do not know who will 
now do it for them. What do you think of Andrews’s book?' I have 
just finished reading it for Ganby. Far be it from me to criticize An¬ 
drews, who probably knew more twenty years ago than I ever shall, but 
it seems to me that he does not bring out the radical tendencies in the. 
colonies and the local matters, such as you deal with, sufficiently. The 
English background is finely rendered and he has a remarkable grasp 
of the imperial relation but he does not bring out, to my mind, the 
complex situation on our side. Although he pays his respects to the 
influence of the frontier, I do not think he gives any hint of a conflict 
of interest between our frontier and tidewater. I would like to know 
your first impression. The book is a fine piece of work and if he had 
called it the “Imperial Background” instead of the “Colonial Back¬ 
ground” there would be no question as to his having fulfilled the prom¬ 
ise of the title. 


To Kay Seely 

Bridgehampton, November 1, 1924 

Good morning, Kay! 

(Ugh! Chilly in the shack this morning!) Well, how is everything? 
Did you sleep well Wednesday night, and eat, and get rested a bit? 
I certainly hope so, Kay, and that you are feeling better. The goblins 
didn’t get you last night, did they? I have just been taking a stroll 
around my “estate” and nothing was disturbed, but the kids — and 
goblins — never do bother my place now. If the kids like you they are 
good to you—“trust them and they don’t sting”! Ugh, Ugh, Ugh, 
I wish I had our beach fire here right now. You know I enjoyed that. 
I am a kid about things like that. I love to gather the wood and start 
the fire and watch it. Luckily / don’t mind tending it! 

Did you enjoy it, Kay? Or <ion’t you care as much about a fire as 
I do? It is the greatest discovery man ever inade in his rise from the 
brute. It has meant cooked food, and so agriculture instead of roaming 
after wild fruit and raw flesh, and it meant smelting of metals, and so 
tools and instruments and the whole of science and invention, and it 
meant a home life. Think of the change when our early naked or skin- 
clad ancestors, instead of shivering in the dark and cold could gather 
in front of that marvellous thing, a “blaze,” giving warmth and light 

* Charles M. Andrews had just published a short bcx>k on The Colonial Back¬ 
ground of the American Revolution, on which Adams makes a just comment. 
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and drawing the man and his mate and the “cubs” together with a new 
sense of comfort and tenderness! It was man’s first great step up from 
the brute, this making and tending of fire, and he is the only creature 
that has ever done it. Well, 1 suppose we cannot have a fire on the 
beach in summer but we cati find something else to do. 

Thursday I went gunning in the afternoon with Ralph. We had no 
particular luck but had a good aften:K>on tramping the shore of the bay. 
It was a beautiful day and it was lovely down in the high marsh grass, 
all turning red now and shot with light as one worked through it. The 
colors of water and sky were marvellous and when the sim dropped, 
the “baby moon” was there in the west, and then suddenly night fell. 
There is no stillness like that of a marsh at twilight. I scared up a big 
heron with a squawk in the quiet but did not shoot at it and let the 
awkward thing fly lumberingly off to safety, its heart pumping with 
terror, probably, at the big beast which had suddenly disturbed it. The 
lad had a good time, although he got only one plover. He said he didn’t 
care so much about actually shooting anything as just to tramp about 
and try to stalk them, and then with an unexpected show of affection 
for a boy of that age, he said, “It is so good to have someone you like 
to do things with.” Hufiian nature! . . . 

Later. Did I say I had a clear desk? I have just had a great big 
mail and I am no clearer now than ever. Two of the “letters from 
strangers” came from opposite ends of the earth. A man from San 
Francisco writes me of an article he has written, which he is sending, 
with a good deal about me. That will have to be answered. Then I 
got a very nice letter from Sir William Ashley, a well-known English 
writer on economics, praising my work very highly and saying he is 
going to do all he can to make my work better known in England.^ 
I have now had complimentary letters from the universities of London 
and Birmingham and Oxford and am beginning- to be a little bit 
known. It takes time and work, and now to work! Isn’t this (Saturday) 
a marvellous day for Nov. 1st? Too good to stay in and type but it 
can’t be helped. One can’t get results unless one works. 

To Kay Seely 

Bridgehampton, Sunday, November 9,1924 

Oh, Kay, but it is raw and cold! My feet were beginning to get 

* Sir William Ashley, who had been professor of economic history at Harvard, 
1892-1901, and since then professor of commerce in Birmingham University, was 
author of the widely known Introduction to English Economic History and The¬ 
ory, and other books. 
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frozen so I put out my stove and have retreated to my own room. 
Unless the weather cheers up, the days in the shack are numbered for 
this year. I was working up here from breakfast until a two o’clock 
dinner over accounts. I loathe them! But I have quite a bit of book- 
keeping to do and the income-tax has added a new terror to them. I 
don’t mind paying my share of running the government but I do object 
to all the extra book-keeping involved. . . . 

Oh, Kay, there is so much I want to do and so much I ought to 
know in order to do it! The more I get into history the more I feel 
that we have got to go way below the old surface, and deal not with 
kings and statesmen and people who wrote books, but with the lives 
and difficulties of the great mass of men and women. Of course that 
is not a new idea, but I am stressing it rather more for our Colonial 
period than any one else has. Sir William Ashley says I am “rewriting 
American history.” At any rate, I am trying to write it in a way that 
has not been done before. I ended my second voltime by saying “Much 
we can learn from English records, much from those of Boston and the 
larger towns, much from the contemporary literature of the day, but 
behind it all we must still learn more than we yet know of the daily 
life and problems, the discontents and ambitions, of the many thou¬ 
sands who never saw a town and who never expressed themselves in 
the printed page. Until then, we cannot be sure that we understand 
aright that great movement which spread through the throngs of com¬ 
mon men who sailed the ships and tilled the fields and felled the forests 
of New England, and wrought a new hope in the heart of the world.” 
And so I end the first chapter of my new book in which I have treated 
of the revolution by showing the lives of the soldiers rather than telling 
of battles, by saying “we must turn to yet other aspects of the lives of 
the silent millions who were forced by the struggle to face new hard¬ 
ships, new temptations, new problems, new conditions in every phase 
of daily life. For it is, to a great extent, the dumb tongues of the multi¬ 
tudes that will one day speak the living words of history.” But all this 
is the hardest thing to get. 

"Someone to Share Things With” 

Encouraged by the warm reception of the first two volumes of Ws 
New England trilogy, the award of a Pulitzer Prize, and favorable re¬ 
views, Adams by 1924 was well launched on his third volume, New 
England in the Republic. His attitude toward history was changing. 
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He began seeking larger themes, and applying to them principles of a 
more analytic character. After the trilogy his next important work 
was to be a piece of large-scale social history. At the same time, he was 
turning to the contemporaneous scene in politics and economics. The 
postwar reaction imder Harding and Coolidge disgusted him. He was 
beginning to write articles of dissent for the best magazines, and to 
gain a national influence. He protested against the crass materialism of 
the Harding-Goolidge Administrations; the neglect of the farmer, la¬ 
borer, and clerk; the reluctance of Washington to aid other nations, or 
support an effective world organization for peace; and the blindness to 
grave social problems. He was a moderate liberal, not a radical, imbued 
with the ideas of Theodore Roosevelt and Woodrow Wilson. 

He had found himself intellectually, and worked with a rising sense 
of power. But the rather shy and lonely man realized that he could 
not relish prizes, honorary degrees, and public applause because he had 
no close associate, no partner, to share his emotions, and could not 
accept disappointments as he should because nobody sympathized. 

To Allan Nevins 

Washington, February 10, 1925 

As 1 do not know much about what I may call the business end of 
reviewing, I am going to ask you to let me consider you a good enough 
friend to ask a bit of advice. As you know, I began my reviewing in 
the New Republic. I am not very keen about that journal these days, 
but Littell has always been extremely courteous, they pay well, and 
immediately upon acceptance regardless of date of publication. I have 
also reviewed for the American Historical, the Catholic Historical, the 
pay being nominal but I consider it something of a duty and I suppose 
it does no barm to have my name there occasionally. The Atlantic will 
send me things but their reviews are limited to 500 words and $15. 
I have also reviewed for Ganby but tliey are slow, do not pay particu¬ 
larly well, and I don’t like dealing with an office that you never can 
get a letter out of. As I said, Sherman has also asked me to do some¬ 
thing for him when the right thing comes along. Now this is the point. 
I would be glad to do the bulk of my work in that line for you, and for 
the next few years anyway would like to knock out a few hundred dol¬ 
lars extra by it, though this year 1 have a pretty full schedule if I am 
to finish my book by autumn. Next year I am not going to start writing 
my next big thing but spend the summer studying, so will be much 
freer. Would it not be well, however, for me to review for these other 
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papers occasionally both to have my name appear before other sets of 
readers and also to keep in touch with other editors? 1 am asking for 
your frank advice. You spoke the other day, for example, of rather 
wanting to leave journalism and get back to university work. Suppose 
you should leave the Sun and I had concentrated solely on that paper, 
and a new editor came in who didn’t care for my work, would it not 
have been better for me to have kept a certain amount going elsewhere? 
Forgive my trespassing upon your time and good nature for personal 
advice and I promise not to do it again. 1 hope you are still planning 
to try the east end of Long Island next summer. 

To Allan Nevins 

Washington, February 13,1925 

Thank you very much for your letter, and its kind expressions. I shall 
be glad to make the arrangement you suggest, and you can count upon 
me. I shall also take your advice as to the New Republic. Would it be 
proper to say to Littell sometime that 1 had made an arrangement with 
you by which I was to do the major part of my reviewing for you but 
that it was not exclusiw and that I should be glad to do something for 
him from time to time? It merely occurs to me that by saying some¬ 
thing of that sort in the proper way that it would simplify the thing 
and not make it look all the time as though I were trying to dodge 
individual books he might suggest. I am relieved at what you say as to 
the probability of your remaining with the Sun and that being the case 
I shall not pay any particular attention to Sherman or Canby, though 
I might do an occasional book if I were asked. I would much prefer 
such an arrangement as you offer with you so long as your leaving the 
Sun would not leave me standing alone after I had burned my bridges 
elsewhere. 

As I said, this summer I have heavy work to finish my book but I 
think I can handle everything you will want in addition and this is the 
last summer I shall be so pressed. It is owing to my having got behind 
last year on account of my operation. With regard to English books, 
I may say that I have been interested in the current imperial problems 
as well as the colonial one of the past. I always get the minutes of the 
Imperial Conferences from London and for a while I subscribed regu¬ 
larly to South African and Australian journals. I think I am one of the 
few men in this country who read all the debates on the Peace Treaty 
in the Hansards of all five Dominions! 1 say that because when I tried 
to get those for South Africa at the Library of Congress, 1 found that. 
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owing to some mistake, they had received none since 1914, and I was 
the first man whose enquiry had brought it to their attention. I felt 
that I did not want to get merely handpicked English versions or the 
matter as filtered through the Round Table, and I foimd a lot of inter¬ 
esting stuff. My interest has not been in local Dominion politics but 
only as relates to the empire. It is a fascinating evolution at the present 
time and an unholy mess! 

I expect to leave here for New York about the middle of next month, 
and will advise you of the exact date later. After a week or so in town, 
possibly in Boston, I shall go to Bridgehampton and be there imtil 
December, so you will have no trouble on that score. I shall make a 
point to see you in town, and would be glad, after I get home, to have 
you run down there for a night or week-end when I could show you a 
little of the country and perhaps help you clarify the summer situation. 

T0 Kay Seely 

Washington, February 17,1925 

I put in rather a stiff day at the library today and came home a little 
early so will start a letter to you as the rest of the yreek is likely to be 
full. Oh, no, it won’t be sent to you for a long long time yet!! What 
news have 1 got? Tomorrow night I am-going to the theater to see 
Joan with my sister, and Friday dine at the Jamesons, with some other 
people, as yet unknown. . . . 

Yesterday I lunched with Herbert Adams, one of the best sculptors 
in America, and liked him very much, — a simple, sincere sort of per¬ 
son. I was interested in looking at his hands, supple and strongly knit 
but not at all tapering as to fingers, rather square. (I was going to say 
“on the other hand,’* but that expression hardly fits this time for I 
should say on both hands!) Today at lunch there was the chap who is 
the best player on the flute in America, (the first flute of the New York 
Symphony orchestra), who is just back from Ha\^a; an official from 
the State Department who is at the head of the “rum” end of the State 
Department, and who has been to Mexico for the radio conference of 
all the countries of North and South America; and the usual men from 
the library. The talk as usual ran over all sorts of topics and countries. 
That is about all my social news. Otherwise I have been digging among 
newspapers of 1807. 1 find that somewhat oddly there are almost none 
here for 1845 so, as I want a matter investigated in those years, I am 
having a girl do it for me at Worcester, Mass., where there is the best 
collection of newspapers in the country, and I am anxious to see what 
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she makes of it. I am gambling $20 on her finding what I want. I have 
written abroad declining the suggestion made to me of which I wrote. 
I am too tired to undertake such heavy work of a worrying sort; would 
probably be a good deal more lonely there than here; and don’t know 
enough for the job. 


To Kay Seely 

Washington, March 2, 1925 

Dear Puss-Gat: 

Yesterday you would have smiled to have seen me. The other day 
I happened to say to Colonel Martin that I was getting tired of going 
with almost nobody but men of an intellectual type and wished I could 
talk to a kid. He said “come and play with my baby” in fun. Anyway 
he asked my sister and myself to dinner yesterday and I did play with 
the baby, a girl one year old, just able to toddle around very unsteadily, 
1 was quite tickled because it came to me before it would go to my 
sister! I really found myself quite taken up with it and thought of you 
as I was playing with it. This afternoon I went to the other extreme 
of age and had an interesting call on old man (excuse me, ANOTHER 
OLD MAN) of 95. He fell down stairs the other day and cut his head 
very badly so he told me he was not feeling quite as well as usual but 
he was wonderful. I wanted to see him because he is the only surviving 
member of the Brook Farm Community which was started in Massa¬ 
chusetts in 1845 and of which he was a member from then to 1848. 
He was born in 1830. Just think of all the things he has in his mind, 
which is clear and active! I asked him if he knew Emerson and he said 
he knew him very well, and told me more or less about his personality. 
. . . Time’s up. Oh, Puss Cat, I would much rather talk to you than 
read about the constitution of the British Empire! Night, Kay! 

To Kay Seely 

Atlantic City, March 19, 1925 
As I look dovm in the street there are some little school girls of about 
fourteen going by, all in their fur coats and sporty things. Aren’t some 
of them adorable? I haven’t the faintest idea what sort of people live 
in this city. One never walks anywhere but the board-walk and there 
one sees people from everywhere except Atlantic City! It is rather a 
quiet crowd at the hotel here but not an interesting one at all. There 
isn’t a man who looks as though he had a thought beyond business or 
the women beyond clothes, though doubtless that is an injustice. But 
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they all look to me like the type whose one idea of success is a little 
better house and a little big^r car every year or two. I wonder where 
we are all headed in this country. We have the most magnificent 
coimtry, the greatest resources, the greatest wealth that any nation 
ever had. What are we going to do with it? There is much we learn 
only through suffering, and as a people we have had no great suffering 
since the civil war, and that was two generations ago. Only a very few 
old people recall it. I wonder if we are going to “get ours,” as they say, 
some day. I often wonder very seriously whether we are really happier 
for all these things in “civilization”—all these motor cars and radios 
and plumbing and artistic and intellectual and scientific interests and 
all the rest, because it is not only the machinery of life that becomes 
more complicated but ourselves also. By introducing all sorts of needs 
doesn’t it make the attainment of a simple human happiness harder? 
I have in mind sometime writing a few more essays on history and 
using them with the two already in the Atlantic for just a small volume. 

To Allan Nevins 

London, April 29, 1925 

On arrival at Southampton I was greeted by a letter of welcome from 
a rather pet cousin in Devonshire telling me that the family place there, 
old “St. Michael’s,” had burned to the ground while I was on the sea, 
so we altered our plans and came here first until things could be 
stnughtened out. We are leaving tomorrow for Bath, and go to Devon¬ 
shire Monday. 

We spent a week here, a London cousin taking my sister about a good 
deal and thus relieving me of a certain amount of sight-seeing and 
feminine shopping. I was not in the mood for either and outside of a 
moderate amoimt of tailoring and the picture shops in Bond Street, 
I have devoted myself to tramping the Strand, Regent Street, Pall Mall, 
Piccadilly, etc., watching human life rather than seeing the sights tour¬ 
ist fashion. I have forgotten just how it goes but Browning says in 
“The Last Ride Together,” speaking of art and of the sculptor there 
from his finest work: 

-we turn 

to younder girl that fords the bum. 

If my garbled quotation sends you back to one of my favorite poems my 
letter will have been of some use! 

As my sister is of a sight-seeing disposition, I ran up to Edinburgh 
with her for the week-end as we neither of us had ever been in Scot- 
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land. I have now been and shall never be again. It is a marvellous city 
for architectural composition, for location, for tone, and lights and 
shadows, but it depressed me beyond words. The country is dour, and 
the people sad with none of that ennoblement that real tragedy brings. 
There is none of that purging of the emotions of the Greek tragedy — 
merely a sad>eyed soddenness. For once 1 find myself at one with Sam 
Johnson — which is unusual, for althouj^ I am a Boswellian I am not 
a Johnsonian. 

The palace [Holyrood] stirred a new interest in Queen Mary, a motor 
ride to “Queen’s Ferry” brought “Kidnapped” back to me, and one 
must be blind not to realize the beauty and appeal of the Scotch scen¬ 
ery, but as far as my mood was concerned, I was glad to cross the 
Tweed again and speed at 50 miles an hour through Yorkshire, Lin¬ 
colnshire and southward on the eight hours journey to King’s Cross 
again. 

Yesterday, a London cousin arriving to take my sister off for the day, 
I resolved to despatch Scotland from my mind and spent the day 
rambling about the gayest streets of London, lunching at Prince’s and 
having tea at the Ritz! Although I have been here many times, I find 
London inexhaustible in its multifold appeal and its vast extent. Beside 
it all other cities I know. New York, Paris, Rome, Vienna, what not, 
seem small and restricted. They are like a patch of woods compared 
with a vast stretch of primeval forest, for that is the effect London has 
on me, of some vast growth of nature through which the incessant 
streams of human life pour in every direction. In other cities I find 
myself looking at buildings and streets and vistas as man’s handiwork — 
here I look only at the stream of life itself flowing as naturally down the 
streets as rivers between their banks. I have grown utterly conscience¬ 
less about sightseeing in Europe and come over only to see friends, 
relatives, and get in a new atmosphere. If I feel like the “Cheshire 
Cheese” I lunch there, if 1 feel like the Ritz, I tea there, and after all 
isn’t one just as historically important as the other? 

I had tea this afternoon with De Wolfe Howe, who happens to be 
here, at his brother-in-law’s house, Muirhead,' who now gets up the 

* James Fullerton Muirhead, bom in Glasgow in 1853, had married Helen 
Quincy, great-granddaughter of President Josiah Quincy of Harvard. As editor 
of the English editions of Baedeker he had lived for some years in Leipzig, and 
as author of the Baedekers on the United States and Canada had spent much 
time in America. He had published a work of insight, America, The Land of 
Contrasts, in 1898, and later helped his brother Findlay organize the Blue 
Guides. He became a warm friend of Adams. 
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Blue Guides for Macmillans, which have replaced the Baedekers. They 
have a delightful house out Kensington way. 

I have just stopped to drink your health in my last mug of ale before 
tximing in! 

To Kay Seely (then visiting in Syracuse) 

New York, Sunday, May 17,1925 

I am writing on my knee in bed but it is too late to run the Corona 
so I will chance your being able to read my scrawl. I want to let you 
know I am back in the U.S.A. safely, and to thank you for your letter 
which came this evening. It was just six weeks since 1 had heard and 
I was a good deal worried. . . . 

I wrote you last from Bath, a rather mixed letter, as I remember it, 
on a very rainy day. . . . From Bath we went to Torquay which is on 
the south Devon Coast. My cousins were at the station to meet us, and 
we stayed there from Monday to Friday, motoring every day. The 
weather was a joke, sunshine and heavy down-pours alternating every 
few minutes, but one gets used to it. One day we drove about 30 
miles along die shore to a little picturesque village called Slapton, with 
perhaps forty houses and some eight hundred years of history. My 
family knew the vicar of the church there so we stopped in for tea with 
him — a real English country “sporting parson” who, I suspect, cares 
more about fishing for sole than souls. Another day we drove about 
eighty miles up in Dartmoor, in the high moor country. . . . Some of 
my family clan in Devon are amusing, my cousin is really a dear. . . . 

And now as soon as I can get her business here settled, 1 must get 
home and buckle down to work in earnest. 1 have loads to do, and I 
hope I can do it. 


To Kay Seely 

Bridgehampton, June 21,1925 
Heigh-ho! I am tired and am going to have just a word with you 
before going in. It is a quarter to eight but I am out in my shack. 
1 love it out here. It is sort of out of the world and suits the “lone wolf’ 
side of me. Luckily for Mr. Rabbit I am not a lone wolf. There has 
always been a big brown one about the place, and this evening I dis¬ 
covered that the beggar must have stolen a march on me and set up a 
family, for there is the dearest and tiniest little one 1 ever saw out on 
the lawn. Honestly it isn't over about six inches long and not old 
enough to be frightened of man yet. He almost let me get him to play 
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with. But not, quite! And then out here near the shack there is a 
female red-winged blackbird who nearly goes frantic when I stroll 
down near a certain spot in this little stretch back here, I have left 
rather wild. Of course she has a nest somewhere, — the place is full of 
them, — and the poor thing is paralyzed Mfith the fear that 1 shall 
harm her kiddies! ... 

I wrote a 2000 word review today of the two volumes on “Great 
Britain and the American Civil War” so with the one on “The Essential 
American Tradition” which the Sun hasn’t used yet, 1 am two up and 
won’t work next Sunday. The Atlantic has given me two weeks more 
to finish the book and made it November 15th if I send them ten chap¬ 
ters before long. In another couple of days I shall have my material 
organized for chapter X and begin writing. There is so much that I 
am afraid the chapter will turn out twins. The other day I ran my 
sister over to Quogue for her to see a friend of hers, which took the 
whole afternoon, and that and my two days in town put me back at bit, 
but 1 am going to be all right on time now. 1 am sick of the book but 
have time enough to do it, especially if I can find someone perhaps to 
do some typing for me of the clean copy for the press, which would save 
me a couple of days or more on each chapter. Well, I am going in now 
to start reading another book for review. . . . 


Just read in a letter (dated 1806) “A conscience is a plague to a man 
— and yet a man is worse for having none.” Quite so! 


I have been glancing at Epictetus again. He is too much of a Stoic 
for me. We are, after all, men and women, of flesh and blood and 
affection and pains and sorrows and we can’t make ourselves into mar¬ 
ble statues, but this is not bad advice: “What ought not to be done, 
do not even think of doing.” 


To Kay Seely 

Bridgehampton, Thursday, July 17,1925 
And you have been reading some? Good for you, but can’t you find 
something more interesting than Revolutionary New England? . . . 
Honestly, I am afraid you will find it rather a dull book. It is a dull 
period, the earlier part of it, and has been neglected by historians, and 
is now rx>nsidered a bit as mine because I have dug in it a little more 
than most. The valuable thing I did in the book, if anything, was to 
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show that for many decades before the Revolution — that is the war 
widi England — splits had come in New England society and that par¬ 
ties had been formed there between the rich and poor, etc., and that 
we must take all that class feeling into consideration when we come to 
the question of the struggle between the colonies and England later. 
When my smaller book on the social and economic life of all the col¬ 
onies in that period comes out next year I will send it to you and I 
think you may find that more interesting. 

I have been cleaning out some of the drawers in the secretary in my 
room and found a whole lot of duplicate clippings. They are old but 
I am sending you three of them. One is the Boston T ranscripfs review 
of the Revolutionary book, which gives a fair idea of what I was driving 
at. Another is an editorial from the N.Y. Times about my ideas, and 
the last is a review I wrote, at the end of which I give the same idea. 
This is what I have specially tried to teach. I don’t want them back. 
I don’t remember whether I ever sent you an address I made before 
the American Historical Association on the same topic, but anyway I 
won’t smother your budding interest in history by too much all at 
once. . . . 

Yesterday I finished the rough draft — very rough — of chapter XII 
but am not satisfied with it. I will do it over when I come to revise the 
whole thing and meanwhile am going on to make up my notes for 
XIII. Only five more now, but there are three books on hand to review 
for the Sun, and two of them are two volumes each. . . . 

Sunday. *T’m busy and tired and all out of sorts.” That was K. to J., 
but today we’ll make it J. to K. I am. This morning I wrote a 500 
word review of [Harry Elmer] Barnes’s book for the Sun, and this after¬ 
noon have to make a call or two I don’t want to. I wanted to take a 
good slap at Barnes but restrained myself. He is clever but he has a 
badly swelled head and at thirty-six seems to think he can sit in judg¬ 
ment on everybody. The book is on the relations of history to the social 
sciences. 


To Kay Seely 

Washington, November 14, 1925 
I am a very ignorant person in many spots! Honestly I am. I have 
read lots of things most people haven’t and haven’t read lots of others 
that almost everyone has. No, Honey, don’t think I can hold up my 
end in talk with anybody. I can’t and I feel my culture is very slight as 
compared with what it ought to be.. . . 
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I am not particularly sympathetic with Frenchmen but you must not 
forget some things. In the first place, the frothy life of a part of Paris 
is not France any more than a certain type of fast rich-man-chorus-girl- 
Broadway, etc., is America. And in no country is diere to be found a 
more beautiful family life than in France. ^Taken as a whole I should 
say that between husband and wife, children and parents, brothers and 
sisters, there was a more happy relation there than here. Like all na¬ 
tions, they have their good and bad. 

To Kay Seely 

Washington, Saturday, November 21, 1925 

Honey-dearest: I am enclosing the article on early American women 
which may interest you or may make you laugh at me. I have sent a 
copy to McNitt for McNaught's^ but as he may not like it I send you 
this carbon so you can have a look at it if it never gets printed. If it 
does you have an “advance copy.” Honey, you have taught me a lot 
about women and I not only understand them better but I think heaps 
better of them than I did before. I am willing to admit now that they 
are much better, deeper, finer than men. There! If through you I 
have come to feel that way about “women” it shows that I must have 
been thinking about you, doesn’t it? Smile, Honey! .. . 

It is perfect weather, too warm to walk far, and — come, let’s look 
out of the window. See how the sunlight seems to lie so softly over 
everything, as it does sometimes at Happy Hollow? And people are 
walking lazily about, like a summer day. Girls, lots of them. I do not 
believe there is another city in the country that has so many girls in the 
twenties, for they come here from all over to work in the Government 
offices. There is a big office on that comer — see it, that big white 
stone building? — and at 9 in the morning this street is alive with girls 
rushing along to get in before the bell strikes, and at lunch time, and 
4:30. What do you suppose that one is thinking about? Over there. 
See? She has been sitting all alone on that bench for over an hour now. 
She has a brown cloche hat (ha ha! is that what you call them?), a tan 
coat with a fur collar, a blue suit with a red tie, short skirt and flesh 
stocking, black des. There! She has ^omediing on her mind but I 
can’t see that as I can her clothes. Now, I have described the outside, 
you describe the inside. Make up what you dunk she is tlunking and 
tell me. I’ll give you one page of your letter paper to tell me the story. 

’ V. V. McNitt was founder and editor of McNaughfs Monthly. 
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Now, don’t forget. And don’t you love the big grey squirrels running 
around, heaps of them? See that one there. The beggar wants to cross 
the street and he is looking up and down. He isn’t going to get run 
over by any auto! Zip!! There he goes. And pigeons by the hundred. 
The girl has shifted now ,and is sitting sideways with her shoulder 
against the back of the bench, her head down showing a long stretch 
of white neck. Wouldn’t she be surprised if somebody leaned down 
and kissed it?! That would start something, wouldn’t it? I could pretty 
nearly throw something into her lap from my window. If I l^d a 
Hershey bar I might try it and then duck. Now, she has hitched for¬ 
ward again, crossed her legs, and pulled her skirt down modestly over 
her knee. Yesterday morning while I was dressing I looked over there 
and a girl came along who met a young chap, gave him a kiss and then 
they went off together arm in arm. You see the park is quite human. 
Now the girl pn the bench has her hands crossed in her lap and is 
turning her head this way and that looking up and down her path. 
Perhaps she is waiting for some one to do it to her and go off. Well, 
it is none of my business and I ought to be reading that book for review. 
Yes, I ought and must stop talking to you. Here’s a chair and you can 
watch out the window while I get to work. If anything exciting hap¬ 
pens you can tell me. Do you mind my smoking my pipe? I have cut 
down lately, really. You see, I can’t smoke in the Library. Will you 
light it? All right — thanks. Now I’ll settle down. Oh, I say, look. 
That’s interesting. She has taken a letter out of her pocket, and is 
reading it. How many times do you suppose she has read it before? 
There’s a lead for your page as to what she is thinking. I am off. 
Bye-bye. J. 


To Kay Seely 

Washington, Thanksgiving morning, November 27, 1925 
Well, I have heard from my Woman article. . . . McNitt says “it is 
the sort of article that should be read twice and if the reader is wide 
awake, he will carry on his thinking from the point where you leave off 
and will reach conclusions of his own as to the importance of womanly 
qualities to the future of the country.” Were you ‘Svide awake?” That 
is what worries me sometimes, as it does a good many thinking people, 
about the feminist movement. It is not that I do not want woman to 
have every right and every opportunity to go into any sort of work, 
and to express herself in any way, and all the rest. But I honestly be¬ 
lieve that woman, as woman, has a far greater contribution to make to 
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the welfare of the race than man. A man’s world would be a heck of 
a place. Without the devotion of woman and her spiritual influence 1 
believe we would all go to the devil, and it is a question — an opien one 
which I do not pretend to answer — whether if woman copies man in 
all his activities and tries to live a man’s lif^, she may end by losing her 
own distinctive qualities and begin to assume his. If she does, God 
help us all. I mean it. 

1 want woman to go in for athletics, and do everything to expand her 
mind, and to have every opportunity of becoming economically inde¬ 
pendent, and so on, but can she do everything that man does and keep. 
her own distinct qualities? That is the question that only time can 
answer. If she can, she will be the most glorious thing in all creation, 
far finer than any man. But if she gradually becomes a sort of second 
man merely with physical differences in her body, then the world will 
have lost its soul. For that is what woman is. If it were not for wom¬ 
an’s capacity for self-sacrifice, her love that is so much finer than man’s, 
her spiritual way of looking at things instead of man’s physical way, 
and all the rest, the world would be more like a society of bees or ants 
or other animals than it is. What is it in you that makes me love you 
and makes me a better man and makes me want to be good? It is not 
your knowledge or mind. I can find intellect in dozens of men in a far 
higher degree than in the most intelligent woman ever made. It is your 
goodness, your self-sacrifice, your depth of love, your way of looking at 
our relation when you spoke of the sacredness of our memories and of 
the sacrament on our anniversary — qualities that a woman has in far 
higher degree than man. Men who can understand appreciate that and 
even those who do not understand somehow feel the influence of it. 
If women were just like men, the world would lose that, the most 
precious thing we have. ... It is all mysterious and it is a very mixed 
up world, isn’t it Honey? But do you see that the ‘Svoman question” 
is a good deal deeper and more complicated than merely giving her the 
vote or the chance to compete in business or the professions? 

Friday, 5.30 . .. Three women invaded the ‘‘Roimd Table” as guests 
at luncheon.' We were having a good quiet talk when they suddenly 
came in with one of Ae men. They were Ae energetic, club-women 
type which 1 hate, and one of Aem started in by saying that she could 
hardly believe Ae was at Ae “celebrated Round Table,” Ae had hetud 
so much about the conversation there and was dying for us to begin, — 
a perfectly silly remark which of course killed all decent talk for about 

’ Luncheon table at Ae Library of Congress. 
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ten minutes. After a few more things had been said **oh Mr. Adams do 
tell us what you think about the Puritans!” One of the men chuckled 
and I could have thrown my fishball at her. I said am afraid I 
can’t quote my books as they are copyrighted” and let it go. She 
seemed to think we were jserforming seals. After a while somehow 
rational conversation did ^t started and the other two women were 
somewhat more sensible. After they went I sat on and smoked a pipe 
with one of the men who is writing a history of science in colonial 
America, and recovered. She was simply trying to show ofT — such a 
contrast to the women yesterday, quiet, intelligent, interested in the 
subject and not at all in themselves. These “active” women, “intellec¬ 
tuals” and leaders da rub me the wrong way. I love an intelligent 
woman even if she has never read a book; if she has, so much the 
better because it widens the range of topics, but I cannot stand the 
woman who tries to impress you with the fact that she is intellectual or 
clever. As you see. Honey, my fur has been rubbed the wrong way and 
instead of purring 1 am growling! 

To Kay Seely 

New York, November 28,1925 

My writing has got to be my main life, and I have been looking 
about to see what I can do in the way of apartments or houses if we' 
decide to make this city our winter home. It certainly does cost to live 
now! I looked at one apartment of two small bedrooms, a living room 
about half the size of my library, a small dining room, and a kitchen 
only four feet wide, and that was $1700 a year. One downtown here, 
with fair sized rooms and plenty of them was $3600! There is an ideal 
place for me right here in the club, or rather in an adjoining building 
the club owns, and which has a door cut through. It is an old fashioned 
house and so has large rooms. There are two which are practically one 
and which would give me a library about 40 feet long, much larger 
than my present one, a small study, small bedroom and bath. I could 
have my meals at the club and no trouble with servants. It would have 
just the one thing I want, a great big room for my books, but as it 
would not house my sister too it is out of the question. ... If we are 
going with more or less a certain group of people here, we shall have 
to be somewhere on this ade of town, and have a place big enough to 
get callers into. That means, of course, a certain level of expense. I 

' “We” still meant J. T. A. and his aster Amy. 
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care nothing about show and society, but 1 like to go with pleasant, 
cultivated people. . . . while you do not have to have as big houses as 
they do or live on their scale, you have to have a reasonably good 
place or it makes the interchange of social coiutesies difficult. ... 1 
have the feeling that I do not know wha^ is ahead in life and don't 
want to tie myself to a house again. Anyway, there is nothing to be 
done for another year, and I am just looking around in a general way. 
I do think, however, that whatever time we might spend in Bridge- 
hampton in the summer it would be better to get my things and books 
over here for what is going to be the longest stay of each year. The 
winter rather than the summer ought to be my working time and I 
need my library to do the work well. I don’t like to be cooped up in 
two hotel rooms with my sister all winter either. 

To Kay Seely 

Saturday, December 12, 1925 

I was at the Library until 2.30 when 1 came back to take my sister 
to an art exhibition at the Corcoran Gallery . . . and then I came up 
to my room to write a review, which I have just finished and mailed. 
And within a few minutes another book — 400 pp. — has come to be 
read and written about—Mowatt’s Diplomatic Relations of Great 
Britain and the U^. 1 have told the Sun that I do not think another 
book that came is worth giving the space of a review to. The one I 
have just done is a selection of letters between John Adams and 
Thomas Jefferson. Adams, you know, was the second president of the 
United States and Jefferson the third. They had worked hard together 
in the days of the Revolution but later politics estranged them and 
they had no communication until 1812 when a mutual friend. Dr. 
Rush, brought them together again. They were then 68 and 76 but 
they began writing long letters to each other about everything in life, 
evidently delighted to be friends again. These letters as given here are 
only extracts but I compared them with the originals and thej' give the 
spirit and character of the whole. They discuss all sorts of things — 
the origin of Indians, eugenics, God, the future life, whether they would 
be willing to live life over again etc etc. They read enormously — but 
I needn’t go on for I shall send you the review when it comes out. . . . 

Phelps is all right. I do not know that he is a very profound critic 
of literature but he has done a lot to make people enjoy the good things 
and his courses at Yale were always crowded. 1 remember the first 
time I saw him —“Billy Phelps” as he was always called. I was rush- 
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ing into the “Co-op” at Yale to buy something and he and his big dog 
were just coming out. The dog rushed out as I rushed in and we col¬ 
lided > and I nearly took a header over Bow-wow into Phelps’s arms! 
A professor was a more august personage to me then than he is now 
and I was embarrassed. * 

I hope you are right about woman being able to become more intel¬ 
ligent and interested in everything in the world and yet not lose those 
qualities that make her so much better than men. What you say about 
man having to use his mind and woman not having to in the past is 
true. Man’s work has to be done to a great extent by the use of reason, 
not only in such things as the law and scientific work but in lesser 
mental work. It comes natural to him whereas it does not to most 
women. Take the running of a car, for example. A man will study his 
car and then if anything goes wrong he will try to reason out what it 
may be. I have noticed so often that a woman does not as a rule, and 
that if she knows anything it is generally what some man has told her. 
She will say if something happens, “so and so told me to do this or 
that.” Of course there are some who are good mechanics but not many. 
The whole thing leads to a consideration of the part played by reason 
in life, and it is a subject that we could talk about a long time. 1 am 
coming more and more to believe that reason is just one tool, one way 
of getting at things, and that there are others. It is necessary to get at 
things and understand the world from the scientific point of view, but 
there are other points of view. It has been a tremendously useful tool 
for doing some things and without it we would be animals yet, but it 
does not do everything. Now woman has her own ways of getting at 
things and she does it well. There are few men who do not owe much 
of their success to some woman, not merely to the inspiration of her 
love and their love for her but to her advice. . . . women have 

an intuitive judgment that may be extraordinarily good without her 
being intellectual at all. I was talking with a man about it the other 
day and said that it would be very interesting if we could know what 
influence the wives of the presidents had exerted on history. The 
Roosevelt papers, for example, are still sealed up and will be kept 
secret for many years yet, but when they are opened I happen to know 
that it will become evident how much help the present Mrs. Roosevelt 
was to him and that many a time she saved him from doing foolish 
things although her knowledge of affairs was much less than his. She 
was the balance wheel of his Ufe. 

Reason is not all of mental life at all. It is, as I say, an essential tool 
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for doing some things in life, but some of the finest things in life, and 
in our mental life, do not spring from reason. They come from faith 
and love, which have nothing to do with reason, and from love of the 
beautiful. Sculpture, painting, poetry for example. Take the great 
cathedrals. Reason played a part in the physical construction, yet, but 
what was it that made the people of the Middle Ages rear those won¬ 
derful buildings so much finer than anything we can do today? It was 
faith in their religion, not reason. Reason builds railroads and steam¬ 
ships and ugly farm houses. Where is reason in your worrying over 
your patients and being such an angel to them that we all love you? 
It is something deeper and higher than reason. A very great deal of 
the very best in the joint life of man and woman does not come from 
reason at all. I think that man and woman are different and that it is 
just conceit and silliness in man to think of woman as a “lesser” or 
undeveloped man. I think that human life should be thought of as a 
joint thing in which man and woman each contribute their share. It is 
not simply physical sex-needs that makes a man need a woman or a 
woman a man to live their lives most fully. Franklin used to say that 
man and woman were like the halves of a pair of scissors, neither was 
any use without the other. That is not so altogether but they do need 
each other to make a full life. And that joint life should not be thought 
of as just two lives lived together, but as a wholly new thing, a real joint 
life which each helps to make. When hydrogen and oxygen combine 
they make a new thing, water, HjO. They are not just hydrogen and 
oxygen. 

Now, the only point that I wonder about is whether if women lead 
men’s lives, that is, are forced to use their reason as man has had to, 
will that develop their reason at the expense of their other qualities? 
To use a somewhat raw comparison since the Indians have become 
civilized, or at least ceased to lead their old lives, they have, lost their 
keenness of smell and all their old ability of woodcraft senses. I asked 
one of the officers in the war who had Indians under him whether they 
were of any special use in touting, etc. He said no, that they had lost 
their old senses for all that sort of thing and no longer had any special 
keenness as compared with white men. I do not say that women will, 
it is just an open question in my mind. 


Marriage, Life Abroad, and New Aims 

“I have rarely been so uncertain as to what is ahead,” Adams wrote 
as the year 1925 ended. What lay ahead in 1926 was his last year of 
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bachelorhood, for he and Kay decided to many at the beginning of 
1927. What lay ahead also was publication of the third volume of his 
trilogy, New England in the Republic, in the spring of 1926; a book 
which dealt less with politics and religion and more with the broad 
social and intellectual life of the people than its predecessors. As 1927 
arrived he gave the final touches to a volume of purely social history, 
Provincial Society, one of the best books thus far written in America in 
a neglected field. The failure of the careful plans he and Albert Boni 
had made for a collected edition of the works of Henry Adams was 
discouraging, but in 1929 he found the writing of a book on the entire 
Adams line a fascinating task. 

An equally important fact of the years just after his marriage was his 
embarcation upon foreign residence. Settling in London, he found the 
surroundings and social atmosphere highly favorable to literary pur¬ 
suits, He and Kay found frequent trips to the Continent both refresh¬ 
ing and educational. At the same time, he kept in close touch with 
American affairs, pouring out a stream of articles for periodicals, and 
corresponding frequently with his friends. Various invitations to resume 
his residence in the United States, of which one to become an advisory 
scholar at Wesleyan College in Connecticut attracted him greatly, he 
resolutely rep>elled. Although apprehensive over some developments of 
the time, he led a life of almost unshaken contentment. 

To Allan Nevins 

Bridgehampton, May 31, 1926 

I was very glad indeed to get your good letter a couple of days ago 
and wish your optimistic forecast of the sale of my place to some in¬ 
spired millionaire had come true. I have sold it but at a very low price, 
about what the house alone is insured for, with out-buildings and two 
acres of beautiful grounds thrown in. The boom down here was only 
in acreage and waterfront and never affected houses. This is a small 
and very quiet village and I am about two miles even from that. My 
place is very attractive but I felt that it might be a year or two before 
I could sell it to the right man at the right price. .In the meantime it 
would have cost me nearly a couple of thousand to own and keep it up 
and that was too large a proportion of my income to use up on some¬ 
thing I was merely gambling on. I do not know just when the final 
break in America’s prosperity may come — in two years or three — but 
all signs point to the fact that we are nearing the end of a cycle of good 
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tiine$/ and if one should be caught with a country place for sale when 
the end arrives he could not sell it for some years. So, as I had defi> 
nitely decided not to live in the house any loi^r, I made up my mind 
to sell it to somebody who wanted to speculate and let him take the 
risks. The contract is signed and title will pa,ss the 29th of June. Mean¬ 
while we are moving to town this week — four vans — and putting the 
things into storage. My sister is going to Connecticut and to visit about 
for some months and I am going this week Saturday to the Yale Club, 
after which my plans are entirely uncertain. I am afraid the Historical 
Association cannot count on a very heavy contribution from me the 
way I am feeling at presentAfter a winter in England I was stag¬ 
gered when I got home at the prices for everything and the reckless 
way in which everyone, even the village people here, are buying any¬ 
thing that takes their fancy regardless of price. Apparently the way to 
live in America now is to pay 10% down, get everything you want, and 
say “I should worry.” But I can unburden my mind on this score when 
I see you, which I hope will be soon. 

I was much interested in your program of work in hand, and will be 
glad to talk it over with you. It is always a marvel to me how you 
accomplish what you do and it makes me feel a slow plodder. I have 
nothing ahead at the moment. My publishers are urging me to go to 
Boston to talk over some project they have in mind and another house 
wants me to write a Life of Jefferson but I am not sufficiently settled 
in life or mind to start in on a work of long breath. When 1 get this 
move accomplished, my sister settled somewhere and myself at the 
Club, I shall sit down and think things out. 

I left England the week before the strike, which turned out much as 
I anticipated it would. 1 entirely agree with Lippmann as to the char¬ 
acter of the English and his feeling about our native land.^ I am a 
“good” but thoroughly disgusted American. There will be an anony¬ 
mous article in the August Atlantic on the subject, the authorship of 
which you will readily guess! I sputtered in a letter to Sedgwick on my 
return and he asked me to write an informal article. 

* This prophecy, which Adams made to other men at various times, he later 
recalled with satisfaction in his acuteness. 

* The American Historical Association, a body with large ambitions and scanty 
financial resources, was striving under Albert J. Beveridge and others to raise an 
endowment fund. 

* The general strike which began in Great Britain at the beginning of May, 
1926, had involved about 3,000,000 workers, and brought to a practical stand¬ 
still a number of important industries, such as coal mining, building construc¬ 
tion, railroads, iron and steel, and the printing trades. Its course, however, was 
marked with great moderation. 
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To M. A. De Wolfe Howe 

New York, August 2,1926 

I have just zetumed from a week-end with Nevins and find your note 
of the 29th, which accounts^for my not having repUed'more promptly.' 
The past two or three years 1 have been so tied down at Bridgehampton 
that I have had to refuse all invitations in the summer and now that 
I am living alone at a club my friends are inviting me in every direc¬ 
tion. It is very pleasant but 1 have been gadding so that 1 have decided 
to give up the suggested motor trip.... I note, however, that you will 
be back by the 24th, and if convenient for you I might see you on, say, 
the 26th. You suggest a varied line of entertainment but, although I 
should be glad to do anything you wished, my requirements for con¬ 
tentment as a guest are few. Sailing is a somewhat tender subject at 
the moment for about ten days ago I tried to sail from Philadelphia to 
New York and was mostly becalmed for two days with the thermom¬ 
eter 116. A pipe and a book on a cool porch offers more to my 
imagination. 


From M. A. De Wolfe Howe 

October 10,1926 

Since you have treated me with the confidence of a friend, I have 
come to feel that I should not be fulfilling my part in the relationship 
were 1 to withhold something that came to me as a sort of illumination 
as I journeyed to and from Newport yesterday. It involves some plain 
speaking, but I am sure our relation has grown to be such that you will 
not take it amiss. 

What I have seen, in the new light of reflection, is that instead of 
laying your troubles before a mere friend of the laity, you should have 
consulted a wise, up-to-date doctor. I am sure he would now be telling 
you that you have worried yourself into a pathological condition calling 
for the opinion and advice of a psychologist. You happened to come to 
me instead of to him, but I believe the advice I have to give you is 
just as sound as any doctor’s — provided only you will think it so. 

’ In this weekend stay Adams talked frankly of his attachment to Kay Seely 
and his perplexities. Could a man so much older make her happy? Did his 
limited inome permit the responsibilities of marriage? Would his literary career 
be benefited or impaired? Should he think first of his duty to his sister and 
aging father? The answers seemed clear to his friends, who spoke to him in the 
same terms as those of M. A. De Wolfe Howe in the next letter. 
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You must shake off the habit of deferring to another member of your 
family, and make a definite strike for personal happiness before it is too 
late. No state of mind brings greater unhappiness than the conscious¬ 
ness that one has not had the courage or the independence of thpught 
to follow one’s own instincts. — You may ffemember my saying some¬ 
thing of this very sort [to] you in Cotuit. — Even an unhappy marriage 
of one’s own choosing would bring less mental suffering than that of 
impotent regret. The illumination I have seen tells me, however, that 
the marriage you have been contemplating would not be unhappy. 
Accordingly my earnest advice — which I wish you could regard as a 
psycho-medical prescription — is to stop playing Hamlet at once, stop 
thinking, stop analyzing, stop wondering and worrying, and marry the 
girl you care for as soon as she will let you — this very week if possible. 
My firm conviction is that, acting on this advice, you will never regret 
the Declaration of Independence I suggested as we walked up the 
Embankment. 


T0 M. A. De Wolfe Howe 

New Ybrk, October 12, 1926 
I certainly do not take your letter amiss and thank you most deeply 
for it and for the spirit of friendship which prompted it. I agree with 
you as to my having got into a pathological mental condition. Much 
has contributed to that unfortunate end. I could analyze my own case 
perfectly! That is just die devil of it, analysis, introspection, months of 
solitude with no companionship or routine work which must be done, 
the first affair of this sort coming at 47 years of age, many things com¬ 
bined to play the dickens with a mind that was always Hamlet-like, 
the facts of my sister and I being alone in the world, the great differ¬ 
ence in age between the youngster and myself for her sake, the other 
extra gambles in the case as compared with two who have shared the 
same sort of life etc., etc. Your prescription is probably the right one. 
If I could do the thing this moment I would do it but I have learned 
that there is no trick my nerves and mind cannot play me in it. It is 
the case of Lincoln without the genius. At any rate nothing can be 
done this week or perhaps longer as she is on a case. Within the next 
fortnight, however, I shall either make the jximp or clear out. There 
is no use trying any longer to live alone in one small room and try to do 
intellectual work. I might dig a trench or do bookkeeping but I can¬ 
not write books. 
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To M. A. De Wolfe Howe 

New York, November 1, 1926 
It is no use. My mind is sick. I can get nowhere — which the girl 
realizes — and I am simply stalled. I have got to get away from the 
pacing of this one small room but cannot decide aS yet where to go, 
alone. This is the loneliest place a man can live, I think. Everyone is 
so rushed and centered on their own affairs and tied up with all sorts 
of things that simple companionship is out of the question. I have 
eliminated my sister from the problem but on other matters my mind 
goes back and forth like a^ shuttle and there are inhibitions that hold 
me as firmly as physical bonds from acting and yet I cannot break my 
mind away from the thought of the possibility, though even that is now 
probably too late. She herself is tied for the rest of this month for an 
operation on her sister, a serious matter. 

To M. A. De Wolfe Howe 

New York, November 9, 1926 
Thanks for your very kind letter. I would love to see you but am so 
utterly fagged mentally that I am not fit for a guest I suppose some 
day some spring will start or break but at present I am just stalled in 
every way and cannot seem to plan or work or even read. I am doing 
nothing but a little reviewing, and that, I fear, stupidly. I enclose a 
note I wrote on your Quincy for the Sun, taking double the trifling 
space they first suggested.* It does not amount to anything but then 
neither do I at the moment. I know that all things pass and that, 
happy or unhappy, one somehow gets through in time. Forgive the 
exhibition that I am making at present. 

To Allan Nevins 

Brooklyn, January 12, 1927 
I have read your Fremont with a great deal of difficulty because I 
had to do it in your double column galley proof which I found hard to 
handle for purposes of review. I wrote about 1300 words on it for the 
Herald-Tribune and I have sent it to Mrs. Van Doren.® Harpers are 

' M. A. De Wolfe Howe had just re-edited in scholarly fashion the volume by 
Josiah Quincy (1802-82), member of Congress, mayor of Boston, and president 
of Harvard, Figures from the Past, from the Leaves of Old Journals. 

*Irita Van Doren succeeded Stuart P. Sherman, after his premature death 
the previous summer, as editor of Herald-Tribune Books. The book here men¬ 
tion^ was the first edition of a biography of Fremont published by Harper’s, 
and later in successive editions by other publishers. 
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to tell her when it can be released. The sewed sheets came today but, 
of course, too late to use. If the review is not all it should be you will 
have to make some allowances for the conditions under which it was 
written. I think it is by all odds the most readable book which you 
have written yet and you have certainly reaEched your aiin in that. I 
enclose a carbon copy of my review which you may be interested to see. 
I think you handle your whole subject extremely well but I confess that 
I do not like your hero even after you have done everything possible 
for him. 

Thank you for your kind words about my last book. I quite agree 
with you as to Macmillan and nothing could ever induce me to write 
for them again. Fortunately, I am very happy with my regular 
publishers. ^ 

My address abroad after January 27th will be as usual, care of 
Barclay’s Bank, 1 Pall Mall, London. 

To M. A. De Wolfe Howe 

Brooklyn, January 14, 1927 

I expect you wonder what has happened to me and I have been 
meaning for the past ten days to thank you for your Christmas greeting 
but as it happens I have just been through the crisis of my affairs and 
have been waiting to write until I could tell you positively of what I 
was going to do. I can say now that I am going to be married next 
Tuesday, very quietly in New York. 

The move over here did me a lot of good. Tlie furnishing of the 
apartment, the having to do all my own cooking and housekeeping — 
which I did purposely — the view of the harbor, and the generally 
more quiet life over here, all helped to stop the whirling of my br ain, ^ 
By a month ago I was so much better that my sister went to England 
and 1 was left free to work things out as fast or slowly as I wanted and 
as I wanted. The result has been that I have worked them out as I 
started this letter by saying. 

We are going to stay right here in the apartment for two or three 
weeks and then go to Europe for possibly four or five months. The 
youngster has never had a chance to see the world and will be wild 
with delight over everything. After that our plans are uncertain except 
that I hope to get down to work somewhere and do better work than 

* The date of Adams’s marriage, as already stated, was January 18, 1927. The 
apartment-furnishing, housekeeping, and cooking had reference to his residence 
at Brooklyn up to his wedding. 
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I have yet I have this apartment until October so we can use it as a 
base in the summer and perhaps cruise around New Englan d in the car 
looking for the right place. We both prefer the country and, of course, 
living there will be cheaper. 

Although 1 fully realize the responsibilities and some of the prob> 
lems that I am assuming, my condition is entirely normal again and 1 
am facing them with a good deal of interest and am assured that what¬ 
ever difficulties may come my happiness lies in what I am doing. I was 
a very sick man, mentally, in September and I know that as ffie good 
friend you have proved yourself to be you will be glad to know I have 
“come back.” 


To Lawrence Gipson^ 

Brooklyn, January 29, 1927 

I trust that you will pardon my delay in replying to your interesting 
letter with the enclosed outline. It is needless to say that your under¬ 
taking appeals to me very much and I would have answered more 
promptly had I not been busy getting married and now preparing to 
leave for Europe on the 11th for four or five months. 

As you say, your outline will probably be modified from time to 
time in the course of such a huge imdertaking but it seems to me that 
the subjects noted cover most thoroughly the whole ground. My criti¬ 
cism would be that you are planning a work that will take not one but 
several lives if carried out with the thoroughness of research throughout 
that you indicate. I know well from your previous work your capacity 
for research and for the proper marshalling of facts but I do not see 
how you can cover all the varied fields you have in mind by yourself. 
Perhaps you are a much more rapid worker than I. 

To M. A. De Wolfe Howe 

Brooklyn, February 9, 1927 

Kay and I were both rather done up by the time that the event 
finally took place and we have had an unconventional and extremely 
busy honeymoon.' We were married quite promptly after making the 
decision so that Kay had everything to get in the way of clothes and so 
on for the trip. I was also committed to certain reviews, etc., and had 
much to do to get my business affairs into shape to leave for five 
mcmths. She very sensibly decided that as we were going to Europe 

' Then beginning his history of the British Empire in the eighteenth century. 
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and as we both had so much to do that there was no use putting off 
the trip abroad by taking time and money for a short trip first, so we 
came right to my apartment here and have been busy almost every 
moment since. The dust and smoke of the Harbor front calls for extra 
care in packing everything here and it has been no small job to get 
even this small apartment all snug for so long an absence. 

I think the decision was a wise one and that life is going to go much 
better now. We are going to England first because I [get] no accomo¬ 
dation for Italy direct until the middle of March but we shall stay only 
a fortnight in northern Europe and then head for Italy and perhaps 
Sicily, coming north again with the early spring and spending a couple 
of months in England again later. I have this apartment until October 
1st and before then hope to have decided where and how we shall live. 

I do not want to undertake a book until we are settled somewhere 
and I can get my library out. Meanwhile I have signed on with Allen 
Johnson for about 40,000 words of lives for the new Dictionary of 
Biography, which is work I can readily do here and which comes in 
handily as a pot boiler.^ 

. To M. A. De Wolfe Howe 

Paris, April 25, 1927 

It warmed the cockles of my heart to get your letter a couple of days 
ago, and I only hope we can have the suggested chat and “stock¬ 
taking” soon after my return. I have taken passage on the Mauretania 
June 25th due at New York the 30th. I shall be at 2 Grace Coiurt, 
Brooklyn, thereafter for the summer, for I contracted with Johnson for 
about 30,000 words of biographies for the Dictionary and they must be 
turned off as soon as practicable. 

I have thought of you often but you know how hard it is to settle to' 
correspondence when travelling and living in hotels, a test that even 
the indefatigable Worthington Ford did not pass last winter, as he told 
me. Moreover Kay has been far from well and the trip, most happy 
otherwise, has been punctuated by anxieties on that account. Her own 
worries before marriage were similar to my own and to those were 
added three extremely trying cases in her profession so that when the 
decision was finally reached and action taken she was much run down 

' The first volume of the Dictionary of American Biography was published in 
1928. The index for the twenty volumes completed in 1936 shows that he had 
written ninety-eight biographical essays, including nut only colonial leaders but 
such historians as John Fiske, John Gorham Palfrey, and Francis Parkman. 
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nervomly and physically. The three weeks before sailing were very 
hectic with all sorts of things to be done and it was an exhausted couple 
that finally got off on the Olympic. Then as luck would have it she got 
a very bad attack of ptomaine poisoning from lobster on the trip so 
that she was laid by the heck for two weeks in Surrey on landing. The 
total result was that she has had to go very slowly and has had to give 
up several times on our travels much to her discouragement and dis¬ 
appointment, for she has been very keen to see and learn as much as 
possible. She is gradually getting stronger and I think wi.ll be better 
when we cross to England again on Saturday. . . . 

I have my small apartment on the Heights^ until October 1st. We 
are both anxious, within a reasonable time to settle in a small house 
somewhere. However, I have my doubts if she will be well enough by 
late summer to face the possibilities of American housekeeping. 1 can¬ 
not write a book until I do get settled and my library out of storage. 
The summer’s work and a fair amount of money to help out is assured 
by the Dictionary. Kay would much like to come over here for another 
winter to settle and study before settling permanently in America, and 
in view of her health and of the fact that if I give up my apartment in 
October I would have no expenses other than hotel bills, it seems rather 
wise to do so if I can.' Once settled, rent and other expenses will be 
running and I hope work will be more or less continuous and perhaps 
now would be a good time to see a little more of the world and give 
her more chance to study. That decision will have to be made during 
the summer. 

Between you and me, I have also just been offered a post in America 
at $7000 a year which, as it would make me entirely comfortable finan¬ 
cially, has its temptations.* It would necessitate, however, giving up 
writing, and I am loath to do that. Kay says she can be perfectly 
content on what we have and thinks I ought not to sacrifice my inde¬ 
pendence and to keep on writing, and I shall probably do so. . . . 

I was glad to get away from Italy, much as I love it and can tell you 
some interesting episodes throwing light on the Fascist regime. The 
method is distinctly terroristic and something is going to blow up some 
day. When I was in Milan there was a Fascist celebration and 60,000 
young men throughout Italy were added to the ranks of the oiganiza- 
tibn. The oath they took was to obey implicitly and without question 

’ Two Grace Court on Brooklyn Heights. 

' A publishing position which Adams rejected. 
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any order issued by II Duce — never a mention of king or coimtry. The 
Black Shirts are in evidence everywhere, enter all railway carriages with 
revolvers in their belts and scan you over, sometimes with no little inso¬ 
lence. As to more than that I could give you a good many instances of 
what has happened to people I know in Florence. As one resident of 
25 years told me “never have we been so comfortable, and never so 
uncomfortable,” meaning that the machinery of life runs more smoothly 
but that there is constant mental anxiety for reasons obvious enou^. 
The tourist sees only the smooth running machinery but whoi you get 
beneath that you realize the odd Jacobin-terroristic-nervous atmosphere 
of the whole place. It was all very interesting. 

To Allan Nevins 

London, June 19, 1927 

I was very glad to get your letter yesterday just as I was leaving for 
St. Albans altho’ I cannot tell you how sorry, from a purely selfish point 
of vim, I am to hear that you are going to abandon New York. Since 
I left, my oldest friend has sold his house and is going to move away 
also, and I begin to feel that I am being abandoned to the Armenians.^ 
Except to see some of my friends I am dreading going “home” this 
week and exchanging the peace and quiet and sense of decency here 
for the conditions in my native city. 

As for your plan, I can see the wisdom of it for you and think you 
did wisely in accepting. You ought to have an exceedingly pleasant 
scholar’s life, with a minimum of anxiety of any sort, and agreeable 
surroundings, social and other, and, incidentally, I think your duldren 
will be much better off than in 112th Street. But I certainly am sorry 
to lose you! 

I also have had lately to consider a position. I will not go into details 
here but the salary added to what 1 have would have relieved me frcnn 
all financial worry and it was a scholar’s job. On the other hand I 
would have had to give up nearly if not all writing of my own, have 
given much time to the executive aspect of the work and undertaken to 
learn and direct what would have been professional work of an entirely 
new sort to me, almost learning a new profession. I am ever so much 
better — have gained ten pounds. 

’ I had accepted a profetsonhip in Comell Univenity. Edward Schennerhom 
was the oldest friend who was moving away. 
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To Mrs.Adams^ 

Brooklyn^ Sunday, 4 p.m., 
January 1,1928 

Dearest Honey-pet, 

1 was certainly glad that you were not here last night for there was 
no chance to sleep until long after twelve. At midnight I think every 
steam whistle on every boat in the harbor and every factory in the city 
blew its damdest for fifteen minutes. The din was literally terrific, and, 
of course banished sleep for sometime afterward. . .. The butcher shop 
was open so I got a chop and cooked dinner. I also got a small chicken 
for broiling and had that for dinner today, or at least one-quarter of it. 
I went out to breakfast for I thought I would rather do that and get 
coffee. As I have not got the material yet for my final two paragraphs, 
although letters tell me it is on its way, I have not been writing but just 
loafing and taking it easy.... 

I had a review in Saturday’s Sun and the Saturday Review and that 
pretty nearly cleans up that sort of work for this season, though not 
quite. 

Get all the benefit you can from the country and don’t worry about 
me, though I miss the wife and working-partner both more than you 
can know. 


From Ellery Sedgwick 

Boston, January 7,1928 

First, let me say that your paper on Hamilton and Jefferson is a 
miniature masterpiece.^ 1 think it singularly effective. 1 have another 
subject which I am very anxious to have you treat. You will see, I 
thinkj its importance, and it seems to me that God and New York 
have given you just the experience to fit you to cope with it. 

You and I have talked of the phenomenon of the Stock Market. It is 
evidently manipulated by persons to whom it is essential that the ap¬ 
pearance of prosperity does not fade until the hoary old bugbear of a 
Democratic adminbtration looms on the horizon. Yesterday the climax 
was capped by Mr. Goolidge who, over the radio, went beyond his 
usual length of extolling prosperity by specifically declaring that the 
enormous e]q>ansion of brokers* loans, which earlier in the week had 

* Adams working at Two Grace Court; Kay had gone to Southampton to 
vint her family. 

Hamilton To-day, the Dichotomy in American Thou^^t,” 
Atlantic Monthly, April, 1928. 
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produced a shiver, was simply a healthy manifestation and proof of 
increasing prosperity. Both Mr. Mellon and Mr. Hoover have given 
out supporting statements, and we are evidently in for a further rise 
in the market which will, 1 suspect, drop about Election Day. . . 
Now this whole subject of psychological politics is most interesting. 

To M. A. De Wolfe Howe 

Numberg, March 3, 1928 

We had a very rough crossing, and I have not yet been able to ac¬ 
count for the ten days which rolled by so swiftly and happily in London. 
We then crossed the channel to Belgium, a “leprous” place as English 
slang has it, and next passed to Holland, which is wholly delightful. 
Why I have avoided it in ten trips to the continent, 1 cannot imagine. 
No one can know Dutch art at its best unless he has been to The Hague 
and Amsterdam and I was swept off my feet by the Rembrandts and 
Vermeers. Next, as neither my wife nor sister had ever been to Ger¬ 
many, I acted as courier up the Rhine along the same route I took as 
a youngster in 1900. We pass to Munich tomorrow, and then our plans 
are uncertain, although we are all moved to return to Holland for a 
few days about April 1st for the tulips. The first week in April will 
find us back at the Burlington Hotel in Cork Street, London, and it 
would be unthinkably jolly if you should be there also. I pray that you 
do not find your letters by any searching through the post and that your 
personal presence on the spot will prove essential. Incidentally, I com¬ 
mend the Burlington as very central, quiet, English and not too costly. 
Worthington Ford’s first question when he met there by appointment 
was, “How did you ever discover this delightful tomb?” 

One of our London days went to a motor trip down into Surrey to 
investigate the possible purchase of “Little Twits” but, whatever I do, 
1 have decided not to buy in England until I have given it a trial, if we 
do. 1 find my income tax would be about $1600 and that counting that 
and an annual trip to America, it would cost me about as much in 
England as at home. Clarence Brigham has written me many details of 
living costs and conditions at Worcester and I shall run up there to 
look about after my return in May. I would very much like to have a 
few years in England but do not know whether I could afiTord it, for 

* An error; reference to the press shows no unusual drop in price. Stocks con¬ 
tinued rising in November despite much profit-taking, trading was suspended for 
a time on November 23 because of the rush of business, and seats on the Stock 
Exchange this month sold at the high figures of $575,000. and $580,000. 
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a good part of my American income would be lost there. For example, 
this year, although I missed the spring reviewing I made about $700 at 
that, about $1500 on the D.A.B. and more on other odds and ends. 
I would like to drop much of that and do considered articles and books 
but begin to question a little if 1 could keep sufficiently in touch with 
American life to write articles in sufficient quantity if my English ex¬ 
penses should equal my American. At any rate I am nearing a decision 
and this summer will settle the matter, one way or the other, as I had 
planned. The income tax and the annual, or even biennial trip, to 
America are the stumbling blocks. 

My article in Harper^s has brought me more letters than any other 
I have written, not excepting “Home.” By the way, I have an interest¬ 
ing echo from my Atlantic article “Home Thoughts” in a long letter 
from an Englishman in New Ziealand, who incloses three editorials from 
the Wellington Evening Post speaking of that article and my other work 
in highly laudatory terms. I had no idea that the Atlantic nor my own 
more modest fame travelled so far. 

From Ellery Sedgwick 

Boston, April 24, 1928 

Your case went to the jury this morning, and I can assure you that 
no life was ever more carefully considered. We talked your projects 
over fore and aft, and it was our unanimous opinion that the next 
solid work for you to attempt would be a biography of Daniel Webster. 
There is no doubt that the public is waiting for a full-length portrait 
of the man who, though not as majestic as he looked, has never been 
described as he really was. We have taken into consideration the de¬ 
sirability of taking up work that does not involve at the outset excessive 
reading, and if you cable me a favorable word, I can ship to you a 
small traveling library of Websteriana, including the Works and Letters 
and one or two scarce biographies. 

It so happens that Little, Brown and Company in their early days 
rather specialized in Webster, and they are as keen as we are to get 
out a substantial one-volume Life. Of course, Jefferson was a more 
interesting and a more remarkable man, but there have been many 
lives of Jefferson, and Webster’s career leaves a blank in American 
letters painful for a publisher to note. 

We none of us have any doubt whatsoever of the success of this 
enterprise. Sold at five dollars, it would be the biography of the year, 
and there would be money in it. 
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To M. A. De Wolfe Howe 

London, May [?], 1928 

I shall soon be in New York again — we sail May 16th — and I 
confess I dread it. The early part of the week we were down at Ciun- 
bridge and in the warm sunshine the peace and beauty of the backs 
seemed more perfect than ever. We saw Ely as it should be seen, — 
on a grey, lowering day which makes the old tower more hoary by sev¬ 
eral centuries than does bright sunshine, — just as I have learned by re¬ 
peated visits that Chartres should be seen in the rain, or, as I have 
never seen it, by starlight, to get the full beauty of the glass. The last 
suggestion; starlight, was made to me last week by an acquaintance of 
yours and a friend of your brother Wallace, Stewart Campbell,' with 
whom we spent last week-end.^ He has leased for 21 years an old 15th 
century house at Shere in Surrey, a gem of a place. It is the old tavern 
where the pilgrims stopped on their way from Winchester to Canter¬ 
bury 500 years ago, and the old **pub” room, which they use as a din? 
ing room, has a splendid old fireplace and a ravishing flagged stone 
floor, and with their old furniture, lit by candles, it is a room to dream 
dreams in. He has about an acre of ground, forming a secluded garden 
back of the house, and, between ourselves, for all this he pays $400 (not 
£) a year! He is very anxious that I should take another old house 
there, including the old jail (!) which dates from the 13th century and 
which may come into the market. It is a charming village, recently 
voted the most beautiful in England, all owned by the Duke of North¬ 
umberland who will allow no modem buildings. 

However, next week we are going up into North-Hants to visit the 
rector of Charwelton and have a look at the old Adams house from 
which my ancestor went to Virginia in 1658, and which is just now to 
be let. It is not certain but is rather an interesting story. We had a 
ring in our family which was always worn by the head male in it since 
long before the revolution (when arms were protected legally) with 
the arms of the family on it. Three generations ago, when the Spanish 
government wished to make my grandfather a hidalgo and grant him 
arms, he told them he only wished for a confirmation of the sums on 
the ring and which had come down in the family. The government 
did so and I have that grant with the signapires of the queen, prime- 
minister etc. I had a long session yesterday with the Windsor Herald 
at the Herald’s College and these arms are identical with those of the 

* Charles Stewart Campbell, C.B.E., a graduate of Candiridge and retired 
lieutenant-colonel. 
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the Adams’s who held the Manor of Charwelton. He got out old man¬ 
uscript pedigrees, one of 1680 and one earlier, which show that at the 
time my first ancestor Francis Adams appeared in Virginia there were 
two Francis Adams’s of the Charwelton family, cousins, of whom noth¬ 
ing is known after boyhood. Would it not be odd if I, who am the 
last male in the direct line for nine generations should go back to the 
exact spot from which the family ceune 370 years ago, after the family 
had lived in America, Austria, Cuba, Venezuela, and America again 
for all the intervening time? It is also odd that, although I hax'e 
never believed and do not now (our arms are different, I think) that 
my family had the slightest connection with the "Braintree Adams’s 
(John, John Quincy etc) that I find their ancestors lived within 
ten miles of Charwelton. The places are just on the borders of 
Warwickshire. 

The days here in London slip by with marvellous contentment and 
speed. It is all so sane that I can hardly believe that in three weeks 
I shall be headed for home where, I see, Billy Phelps has been having 
G^ne Tunney lecture at Yale on Shakespeare! And where I shall have 
to get into a welter of book-reviewing, articles, etc., to pay bills. I got 
Sedgwick’s rather surprising cable about my doing Daniel Webster but 
will wait to write you about that imtil I get the letter which doubtless 
is following the brief cable. 

To M. A, De Wolfe Howe 

Brooklyn, May 27, 1928 

We had a delightful last three weeks in England and I think I wrote 
you of part of it. Briefly, we made a pilgrimage to Church Charwelton, 
the home of my ancestors, and were charmingly entertained by Sir 
Charles and Lady Knightley, now the owners of the property though 
they live in their own rather noted manor house at Fawsley. From there 
we motored through the Warwickshire country, through Gloucestershire 
to Gloucester, and back to London by rail. There we found an invita¬ 
tion from the Archbishop to Canterbury to go to Lambeth Palace and 
have tea with his wife and see the whole place, which we did. We stayed 
in town just long enough for that and Aen went to Lynton, in North 
Devon, and motored thence all along the coast — Clovdly, Tintagel, 
etc. — to Land’s End, and back through southern Cornwall to Torquay 
to stay with my family there. I know Devon better than any country¬ 
side in America, except east Long Island, but it grows more beautiful 
to me every year. This time it was simply indescribable, acres and acres 
of the wonderful beech fomts being literally carpetted solidly with 



fames Truslow Adams 


160 


blue>beUs, such a blue>bell spring as comes but once in a generation 
even in England. 

And now I am “home” and must quickly get to work. I was ex¬ 
ceedingly sorry to learn of your giving up your connection with the 
Atlantic Monthly, though I can understand your desire to be free from 
bothersome detail. Nevertheless, it leaves me a little feeling at loose 
end. Can you tell me to whom I should write now about projects in 
general or details in particular. I have, of course, met McIntyre and 
Jenkins but have no personal relations with them as yet. I always have 
the feeling that Sedgwick works at such high pressure and is so busy 
that he should not be bothered except in the most important matters 
and then by as brief notes as possible. Candidly, between our^Ives, 
I think that, like most Americans, he is so rushed that he does not 
always take in what his correspondent is driving at. If you will recall 
my letter to you, 1 expressly said that I would have to do some back 
work, editorial or other, this summer which would bring me in im¬ 
mediate money, to pay for my trip and also the expense of moving 
and settling this fall. Also that imtil settled 1 could not begin a long 
sustained book. To my surprise I got a cable asking me to write a life 
of Webster. On April 24th he wrote me enthusiastically about that 
project, stating that he thought it would be profitable but that he had 
not had time to calculate at all the possible returns. 

From Alfred R. McIntyre 

Boston, June 19, 1928 

I talked to Mr. Sedgwick this morning about the book on the Adams 
family, and he thoroughly approved of your plan for it as outlined to 
me last Friday. He is just as enthusiastic, I think, as I am with regard 
to the book and we both hope you will decide soon to go ahead with 
it. When you are ready let me know and I will send contracts for 
your signature, and as Mr. Howe told you, we will then make an ad¬ 
vance payment on account of royalties. 

As a matter of record, I am setting down here that we have not the 
slightest objection to your editing for Boni and Liveright the diaries 
of John Quincy Adams. 

To M. A. De Wolfe Howe 

Brooklyn, June 21, 1928 

After much consultation the die is cast and we are all three going 
to England in December for about two years, as residents not tourists 
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for that time. I shall leave my library and things here in shape to be 
forwarded on receipt of cable as soon as 1 have found a house and 
hope there will not be much delay. I do not intend to remain per¬ 
manently, for business and other reasons. As I work it out, the finan¬ 
cial strain will be greater, not less, there than here, for with the income 
tax living costs just about the same, and there we shall want to travel 
and must come home every two years or so whereas if living here we 
do not have to go to Europe unless we wish. On the other hand, once 
settled I want to be settled for life and think this would be an ex¬ 
tremely interesting experience for all of us before settling down for 
good and all in a small American city. I think Worcester, as such 
places go, unusually attractive, especially up on the new hill section. 
Mr. Washburn was delightful and the American Antiquarian an ideal 
place for me to work in. The temptation is great to go there at once 
and dig in. However, as you know, the cultural atmosphere of any 
small American place is pretty thin and not very stimulating unless 
one can bring to it stored memories and a mind trained and broadened 
elsewhere. My sister wants to go over. For my wife, two years of resi¬ 
dence in England with trips to the continent will be a college education 
and much else thrown in. For myself, I shall have the chance to study 
England and. the English as I have not yet, even with all my visits as 
a tourist. I shall fill out my knowledge of the continent with Spain, 
Norway, and other countries not yet visited, and when T come back 
it will be with a much better background than I have now, and, per¬ 
haps, cured of the desire to live there! Now that we have decided even 
on two years, I have many qualms already when 1 think of the nuisance 
of the move, the distance from all my investment affairs, from editors 
and publishers (who, after all, are excellent fellows!) and the rest of 
what is involved. So far from regarding it as a prelude to living there 
I. look at it now as the Japanese looks at his few years in America 
or Europe. 


To M. A. De Wolfe Howe 

Brooklyn, August 5, 1928 
This is just to let you know that I think I am at last on the road 
to real recovery. I would say it unqualifiedly but for the fact that my 
leg, as the surgeons said, did not go at all according to the books, and 
after a date had been set for my leaving the hospital 1 had to have 
two more operations. However I am home now, with all my leg, and 
the incisions all healed and no signs of more infections. (Tap woodl) 
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I am also getting my strength back. The fever took it pretty well out 
of me (as high as 105 and for many days close to 104). I nncerely 
hope that the episode, which has taken a lot out of my wife and my¬ 
self in this hot summer, cost me over $1000, and broken ail my plans 
of work, is now in sight of a happy end. •! shall therefore suspend 
medical bulletins. 

I am at work again on a moderate scale. Before October 1st I am 
suppiosed to condense old J. Q’s Diary of twelve volumes into one, 
write an introduction and have it ready for the press; also to write a 
10,000 word article on Colonial Life in America for an English con¬ 
cern and have it in London by October 15th. Those are the two most 
pressing things. Next come 26 lives for Johnson; an article for Harpers; 
two or more for Sedgwick; and the accumulation of all the data and 
printed material needful for the Adams book for you. Next comes the 
settlement of all my and my sister’s business affairs before sailing; the 
finding of houses if possible in England; the transfer of all my house¬ 
hold effects and the settling down to writing over there. Incidentally 
I have to put everything here into storage temporarily when I close my 
apartment next month. I shall be jolly glad when all is over and I 
can seat myself once more among all the Lares and Penates which I 
have not seen in two years and more. 

As soon as p>ossible I shall finish the Diary and English article — I 
hope by early October. (I shall also have to do a lot of reviewing to 
pay for my leg.) Then I think I shall run over to Boston to talk to 
Ford and get what I can there for the Adams book. Probably I shall 
also have to go to Washington on it and might as well write the lives 
there. Who is there of the Adams’s now? I know nothing of the per¬ 
sonal lives of Brooks and G. F. (The last is also dead, is he not?) My 
idea to make the book rather philosophical than biographical — to 
throw the four generations of John, J. Q., G. F. and the three of my 
day, against the background of changing America, but shall have to 
have somewhat more than I now have as to Brooks and the last C. F. 
So un-Bostonian am I that I am utterly ignorant of the activities and 
personality of the last C. F. (brother of Henry.) Did George, son of 
J. Q. ever do anything? I have the impression, perhaps from ignor¬ 
ance, that G. F. ult. compromised with current life rather more than 
Henry and Brooks but will call for much less consideration than his 
brothers. . . . 

I think as I mean to treat the subject it wiU be a very entertaining 
book to write, tracing the line of development of family mentality and 
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character from ila start and the line of development of the national so¬ 
cial life and outlook from its start, the two gradually diverging from a 
primary coincidence to where they become poles apart. As you see, I 
intend to deal with thought and tendencies much more than with bio¬ 
graphical detail. As my literary counsellor not my publisher may I ask 
whether you do not think this is the way to do it? As I sit hero with 
the thermometer at 90, the humidity Heaven knows what, praying for 
a thimder storm I wish I could talk these matters out with you today 
on your channing porch at Gotuit. (That is not a baited hook for I 
cannot leave town for many weeks yet.) 

From M. A. De Wolfe Howe 

August 23, 1928 

Charles Francis Adams, the brother of Henry and Brooks, died some 
eight or ten years ago. He was president of the Massachusetts Historical 
Society and much besides both in letters and in affairs. Characteristic¬ 
ally saying that he did not want *‘the awkward squad” firing over his 
grave, he forestalled the usual Historical Society memoir by writing the 
extensive Autobiography of Charles Francis Adams. . . . The present 
Charles Francis Adams, his nephew, a son of a younger John Quincy 
Adams, is the treasurer of Harvard College and a famous yachtsman. 
The living Charles Adams is a man of very uncommon capacity. 

To Allan Nevins 

London, January 2, 1929 

I am becoming less and less inclined to consider Wesleyan, between 
ourselves. For a good many years now I have been used to a multi¬ 
plicity of interesting international contacts, and have moved easily be¬ 
tween New York, Washington, Paris and London, to say nothing of 
travel in many countries. I am afraid a small town on a branch line 
four hours from New York would seem very cramped, and, what with 
the rail fare and a hotel for the night, it would cost us about $50 every 
time we went to town for anything, which, having tried that sort of 
life at Bridgehampton, I know would mean that we would not go and 
wovQd feel rather imprisoned. $3500 is welcome but as taxes for me 
would be about $500 more in Connecticut than New York (owing to 
the tax laws and the form of my property) it would really be about 
$3000, which is the price of sue magazine articles, light and informal 
as the work would seem to you, it would be so utterly new to me that, 
with my nervousness and conscientiousness, it would take far more of 



James Truslow Adams 


164 


my time than of yours in a similar position, and be more of a strain. 
For a year or two at any rate, while it was strange to me, it would, I 
am sure, reduce my working time and energy considerably for my 
writing. . . . 

1 realize all you say about the permanent expatriate and know the 
dangers are great. I am not contemplating that but only two or three 
years more until my wife gets strong. I have learned there is no tise 
planning too many years ahead. As for myself, of course, I may live 
to be ninety but the fact that my mother’s two brothers died of heart 
disease without warning at 50 and 51, and four of my father’s did the 
same at about ten years older warns me against planning for a long 
old age. Quite apart from that, perhaps fantastic thought, I am now 
51 and I doubt if wherever I was I should settle down to a magnum 
opus. My New England trilogy took me six years of incessant work, 
doing nothing else. . . . 

What you say about America as my subject is also true but to some 
extent I may get away from that, although in part only. That is one of 
the points that worries me about living over here even for a few years 
more. On the other hand, there are two things to be said. One is, that 
with annual visits home I could keep in touch more or less and one does 
see the scene in some ways better from here than at home, — the an¬ 
nual contrast enables one to gauge the changes better. The second 
thing is that my mind has been steadily enlarging, and, without mean¬ 
ing to “talk big” I now look at the world whereas 1 used to look at 
the U.S.A., just as my books show a steady progression from the history 
of my village, then the history of the township in which it was, then 
the history of a section, then the history of the whole seaboard, then a 
criticism of the whole country. What I am wondering is whether, living 
on both sides of the water I might not better be able to disentangle 
the purely American tendencies from world tendencies, and while still 
writing to some extent on the former do so with an imderstanding of 
the latter. . . . 

1 am relieved to hear that you have left the World and are really 
going to have a free summer. Do not let anything interfere with it! 
Even if we decide to come back here for a while longer we shall be in 
y\merica some months. There is lots to do there in connection with 
starting my books through the press and 1 want to get thoroughly in 
touch with America ^ain. We would probably stay imtil the 15th of 
August, when winter rates on the steamers go into effect again. At 
first I shall have to be in New York, and go to Washington and Boston. 
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To M. A. De Wolfe Howe 

London, January 26 [1929] 

Congratulations on having reached the proof st^e of your Rhodes} 
Would I had got that far with the Adamses! . . . Your suggested 
covered wagon trip across the continent appals me, even though the 
wagon have a motor in it. I hug my fire closer here as I think of those 
two thousand level miles of that vast midwest that you will have to 
spin your mileage over. I have done it four times and dread the 
thought of it even in a railroad train. Why, oh why, do you consider 
that when you might be sitting comfortably in London with good old 
ale, the wonderful exhibition of Dutch art at Burlington House and all 
sorts of good and pleasant and civilized things beside? But your letter 
sounds a hopeful note as to the eventual possibility of that also. 

We have been house-hunting at Epsom and elsewhere but have come 
to no decision except that we shall probably decide upon a fiat in town 
instead for a trial year if we remain. The rent of a house includes 
only the landlord’s interest on his money — all else, taxes, insurance, 
upkeep, etc., are usually paid by the lessee, which adds about 50% to 
the rent. Wlien I come squarely up against that, the problem of start¬ 
ing housekeeping in the country etc., the uncertainties, financial and 
otherwise imtil we have learned our way about a bit more, seem too 
great, as I want this year to be less troubled by financial matters. The 
rent of a furnished fiat includes everything. One knows where one is 
as to expense, and in a service fiat one has only to buy food for their 
cooking. On the whole that would seem wiser. One object of being 
here is rest and the opportunity, both for my wife and myself, to study 
and travel. A fiat has the further advantage of being- shut-up-able at 
any moment without bother and would much facilitate trips. We shall 
investigate that phase of living, therefore, this week, and I shall try to 
content myself with going yet another year without my Lares and Pen¬ 
ates. My books, on account of the Adams book, I must have, and they 
hang on my shoulders like the old man of the sea. What to do with 
4000 of them in a furnished fiat? I have arranged with the Customs 
authorities for their entry but have no place to put them! Were it not 
for the Adams book I would not bother with them for the first year 
until we decided what we would do pennanently but simply study, 
travel, edit the Henry Adams and write articles, but I -am bound to 
the other and the undertaking being so wide in scope requires a whole 
Hbrary. 

’ Howe published his life of Rhodes in 1929. 
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We are not looking beyond the year as yet. We both like it here and 
the atmosphere is assuredly far more inducive to study and culture than 
is that at home. The last few evenings I have been reading Horace’s 
odes and Goethe’s Faust with the same inevitability that I do the stock 
market at home, and Kay, in spite of her not being particularly fit, 
has read three books on Dutch art, Stracheys Elizabeth and been three 
times to the Dutch exhibition with the same inevitability. Being a bit 
tired the other day we decided to refresh our minds with some of the 
Italians at the National Gallery, and, if you will forgive my saying so, 
it was, after the Boston Fine Arts, like a glass of fine old tawny port 
after dandelion home-brew. Of course, for some years now I haye an¬ 
nually been having the very best in the world, and at home one has to 
starve for it. 


From Albert Boni 

New York, February 15, 1929 

I regret having had to delay so long giving you any word on the 
Henry Adams matter, but shortly after I cabled you the advice from 
Ford regarding the Massachusetts Historical Society decision, I had a 
call from Mr. Greenslet of Houghton MifiUn, who, while expressing his 
chagrin that they had not thought of it first, stated that they had no 
desire to be obstructive in the matter, and asked whether we would 
agree to a 15% royalty on the books which they hold. This of course 
I assented to, whereupon he informed me that they were still awaiting 
the decision of the Institute of American Architects, and just so soon 
as they had definite word from them he would confirm the whole 
arrangement. 

The first word I had was the letter of February 6th — copy of which 
I am enclosing. 1 also send with it copy of my reply to it, and a letter 
I wrote Mr. Ford which will give you my impression of their behavior. 

I went up to Boston three days ago to see what could be accomplished 
in conference. The upshot of my talk with Greenslet and Scaife — both 
of Houghton MifiSin — was first: that they revealed quite conclusively 
that they had been lying in their presentation of the situation to me 
with the object of prying us loose from the idea. Amoi^ oth»' things, 
they claimed that the consent of the Massachusetts Historical Society 
had been secured only with difiSculty and **much hemming and haw¬ 
ing.” Second: I refused absolutely to consider turning over the plan 
to them. Third: they agreed to reconsider the whole matter on the 
baas of our proceeding with our edition and then making an arrange- 
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ment with them for another edition to be sold by subscription. I am 
under the impression that no definite decision will be made by them 
until after Mr. Greenslet has had the opportunity of seeing you in En¬ 
gland. He tells me that he is sailing on February 23rd. 

Worthington G. Ford wa| splendidly indignant and was all for bring¬ 
ing pressure immediately to force their hand. I thought it the better 
policy to endeavor to further isolate them completely; and the copies 
of the letters which Ford has written to Mrs. LaFarge, Mr. Cram, and 
Francis Adams will show you what we are attempting to accomplish. 

To Allan Nevins 

London, February 17,1929 
I have thought of you often since leaving home and been wondering 
when we should expect you over here. 

Time flows gently but with immense swiftness here and it is hard 
to realize we have been in London five weeks. Were it not for the 
extraordinarily cold weather we should be in our flat by now, and, as 
it is, hope get in this week. After discovering some of the complex¬ 
ities (for our particular and private case) of taking a house for a year 
only, we determined on a furnished flat and have found one in which 
we can camp out comfortably enough for our trial period of England. 
As I know you are interested in wages and cost of living here I will 
tell you what we have. The house is a handsome former private resi¬ 
dence at 11 Palace Court, Bayswater, a few hundred feet from Kensing- 
,ton Gardens. It is run by an Irish lady whose house in Dublin was 
blown up and who lost ^(^30,000 in the Revolution, and the other ten¬ 
ants are all agreeable people. We have the whole 3d floor (they call it 
2d here); a drawing room about 22 x 22, a large bedroom and small 
study. For this, with full maid service, we pay $34 a week. Our meals, 
when desired are served in our rooms at 65c, 75c, and $1.00 for break¬ 
fast, lunch, and dinner. I have sent for my books and shall install 
about a third of them in the flat. We are about five minutes from the 
Marble Arch and fifteen from Trafalgar Square. 

We had planned to go to the continent next week but shall not unless 
the weather moderates considerably. A letter today from a friend in 
Florence tells of two feet of snow there, frigid hotels, frozen plumbing, 
and a flight of tourists as trains permit. Tomorrow my sister and an 
English cousin start for Spain, the only comer of Europe untouched 
by the “great frost.” As soon as my books come I shall get started on 
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the Adamses and editing Henry. Houghton Mifflin have made diffi> 
culties about the latter but I hope they will soon be strsughtened out. 

From Ettery Sedgwick 

, Boston^ February 20, 1929 
We are transfigured and transposed. From your letter to Weeks, you 
are consuming your restless energy rushing up and down, in and out 
of elevators, with a flying word or two to every friend you meet and 
a flashing glance at Van Eyck and Teniers, while I sit quietly and 
leisurely at my desk, a quaint monument to timelessness. So much by 
way of leisurely approach. 

Now I will fall in with your humor and dash to the point. Matthew 
Arnold nowadays strikes me as an exceedingly good subject, but. Lord 
I don’t have to read Culture and Anarchy again to remember him. 
Those essays were my staff of life forty years ago. As a boy, Mr. Arnold 
came to Stockbridge and we saw a good deal of him. Only last week 
there tumbled out of my bureau drawer a funny oldfashioned photo¬ 
graph of the Arnold family sitting in a garden in Victorian poses, but 
I could identify all the characters with ease. The point of the paper 
would be, of course, not to remind readers of what Arnold used to be, 
but to show how America and indeed the world has turned the way 
he would not have us go — how Hebraism has conquered Hellenism, 
and how Sweetness and Light can no longer be understood without 
reference to Schrafft’s and Mazda. I think you could throw the old 
plea for sanity and soundness against the crazy quilt background of 
the modem world with effectiveness. At any rate, I’d rather bet on 
that paper than on a more generalized Victorian one. 

From Worthington C. Ford 

Boston, March-18,1929 
As to Mr. Boni, I am with him entirely, and think that H. M. Co. 
are engaged in a litde trickery of which I cannot approve. In fact, it 
has so much disgusted me that I have niade no contract for the letters 
of Henry Adams, and I do not intend to.... Mr. Boni sailed last week 
and says that he expects to see Mr. Greenslet in London, and if an 
arrangement is reached he will cable. All that I shall be glad to know, 
for it might decide me in my action on the letters. When I consider 
that I sail July 27th the things that are still to be done rather appal 
me, and the days are flashing by too rapidly to leave me with any sense 
of comfort 
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To M. A. De Wolfe Howe 

11 Palace Court, 

London, March 18,1929 

We are back from Paris and this afternoon Kay (my wife) and I 
had tea with Lady Bryce (the widow of the ambassador). . . . 

Yesterday I had a long talk witii Ferris Greenslet who always stays 
at Garlands. Houghton, MifiSin & Co. have acted very meanly in try¬ 
ing to block the Henry Adams in order that they should publish it 
themselves but after two months negotiations in America I finally won 
out here yesterday and Boni is to have it though H. M. may have the 
rights to a limited subscription edition. . . . 

We are comfortably settled here until next Feb. 16th according to 
my lease, and after that our plans are undecided. Although we both 
much prefer the life here to that in the States I suppose we shall go 
back for other reasons. Death and old age are problems for the A€- 
racin6s, and there is the further one of writing for the American market 
on American topics from here if one stays too long. If we stay a year 
and a half or a couple of years we shall have had an interesting experi¬ 
ence, have learned a lot, and be able to make our final decision with 
a full knowledge of both sides of the question and ocean. What do 
you know about Wesleyan University at Middletown, Connecticut? 
Confidentially, I have had a suggestion from there that rather interests 
me if I decide to live at home. It is intimated to me by the president 
that they would like to have me come there and live much on the same 
basis as Robert Frost the poet lives at Amherst I would be a member 
of the faculty, paid, of course, but have no regular teaching to do. Cer¬ 
tain selected honor students would come to my study in my own house 
and discuss their problems in American history with me. There would 
be no classes, lectures, examinations, papers, etc. only five or six boys 
talking informally around my own fireside. I would have ample time 
for writing all the year and three or four months completely free. . . . 

Greenslet told me that just before he sailed he personally handed to 
Mrs. Beveridge the check for her royalties for Lincoln for six months 
and that it was the largest single royalty check they had ever given 
out—$51,000! You might know it would go to a person who did not 
need it! 

From Worthington C. Ford 

Boston, April 6, 1929 

As to the position you suggest, Frost enjoyed his stay in Michigan 
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very much so far as association aUd sphere of action were concerned. 
He took a house a little outside of the town and spmewhat inaccessible 
so that it acted as a sort of sieve preventing his being overwhelm^ by 
a crowd, as it involved a little cost of time to see him. Still he was quite 
enthusiastic about it when I met him thejce. A year after he resigned 
because he thought the field was not one that excited his poetic capabil¬ 
ities and he wished to return to his New England home. This he did, 
and has published one volume since. I do not think that in history you 
would meet with the same difficulty. You have not only facility in 
writing but also the ability to get subjects before you; and they could 
be accomplished just as well from a place a little remote froin civiliza¬ 
tion and yet near enough to keep you in touch with your best interests, 
meaning by your best interests those on which your living depends. I 
have more than once raised the question as to your future in England. 
I do not think you would ever have the position there that you have 
already gained here, and certainly contact with English publishers 
would not result in encouragements such as you could have with Amer¬ 
ican publishers. A man is rarely free to live where he wishes, or even 
to engage in the kind of work that he wishes, unless he approaches, inde¬ 
pendence. I have always been controlled by the bread and butter ques¬ 
tion, and on the whole it has worked out pretty well. 

London, the Adams Family, and the Year of the Crash 

Adams felt happy to be in England as the so-called Coolidge-Hoover 
Bull Market brought stock market prices rising rapidly from the spring 
of 1928 until they broke catastrophically in October of 1929. With his 
experience of New York finance he did not like the excessive invest¬ 
ment in industrial plants, the excessive production of goods, and the 
excessive profits in the favored parts of an uneven economy. Still less 
did he like the atmosphere of hurry, standardization, and extravagance 
in the United States. In his magazine articles he sounded much the 
same satiric note that Sinclair Lewis sounded in Main Street and Sher¬ 
wood Anderson, H. L. Mencken, and EUra Gla^ow in their stories and 
essays. It pleased him to celebrate the older American virtues in his 
portrayal of the Adamses in their long and devated line. In these pro¬ 
ductive years he kept in touch with his country through ma^izine edi¬ 
tors, book publishers, and a select number of friends. 
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George P. Brett to Henry Oshorn Taylor^ 

New York, April 29, 1929 
I don’t know personally James Truslow Adams who, I see, has just 
been taking a crack at us in the Saturday Remew of Literature in the 
following words: ‘^Recently one of the most eminent p ublishin g houses 
in New York insisted on paying its authors a beggarly $1,000 each for 
an important series of 100,000-word volumes.” 

I confess mea culpa that $1,000 is very little to pay for the work that 
went into these volumes, but at the same time if we had to pay more 
we probably should not have paid anything. You understand what I 
mean by that because the enterprise would then have become so costly 
that we could not have afforded it at all. As it is each of the volumes 
published in the series so far shows a very heavy deficit, with little or 
no probability that the books will ever show a profit. 

James C. McConaughy to James Truslow Adams 
and Henry S. Canb^ 

Middletown, Conn., May 8, 1929 
I hope Mr. Canby had in mind the one feature of college teaching 
which absolutely differentiates it from any other profession and which 
I feel is one of the biggest handicaps to adequate compenstaion for 
superior service, namely, permanency of tenure. With the possible ex¬ 
ception of state and federal judges, I know of no other profession where 
a man continues to hold his job and salary, usually until seventy, quite 
irrespective of whether he loafs or not. If teachers want to demand 
proper compensation, should they not place themselves somewhat on 
die plane that every other professional and working man does? — i.e., 
pay while one is worth it, and not if one’s worth vanishes. This would 
destroy some smug academic security. It would be a sad blow to the 
quite numerous incompetents in the academic world, many of whom 
are now being paid more than they are worth, from the crude market 
standpoint. It would, however, show those who must finance better 
teachers* salaries that the recipients of their gifts were willing to de¬ 
mand higher pay only when they were worth it. Isn’t this type of 

’Brett, head of the Macmillan Company, commented upon the History of 
American Life to which Adams had contributed a volume. 

* In this letter President McConaughy of Wesleyan comments upon a discus¬ 
sion between Adams and Henry Seidel Canby, editor of the Saturday Review 
of Literature, upon academic compensation and the conditions of university 
education. 



James Truslow Adams 


172 


action the most immediate thing for the American intellectualist to do, 
if, as Mr. Canby urges, they are “in order to avoid becoming a servant 
class, to risk job and even profession in the attempt?” 

Mr. Arnett, past President of the American Association of Colleges, 
who knows about as much about college salaries ns anyone, urged this 
in my hearing at the recent meeting of the Association, but I have 
grave doubts whether college teachers, except in very isolated places, 
are going to be willing to give up this proud academic privilege. I fear 
they want these higher salaries — which most of them should have — 
and also the smug security of permanent tenure. Certainly, the Yale 
professors, in their recent report, so demanded (page 87, on perma¬ 
nency of tenure): “to abolish permanency of tenure would be to re¬ 
duce the University’s faculties entirely and completely to the status of 
employees.’' I vigorously dissent: I think, as is true of every other pro¬ 
fession, a good man will always find a real opportunity; with the Amer¬ 
ican Association of University Professors so active, the chances for 
unjust treatment by arbitrary boards of trustees are greatly minimized; 
but I am willing to wager any amount that 99% of college teachers 
will say “Amen” to their Yale colleagues, and in the same voice de¬ 
mand the larger salaries, — m the Yale case amounting to $15,000 or 
$16,000 a year. 

Mr. Adams’ most interesting comparison of the results of modem 
industry on the teachers’ situation points to the deadening result of mass 
consumption and group conformity. One of the results of this is that 
teachers seem to wish to be treated by groups, in classes, instead of 
allowing an unusual man to be paid an unusual salary, and a mediocre 
man to be paid a mediocre salary, or perhaps lose his position. The 
Yale professors demand, on page 86: a salary scale based on rank and 
length of tenure, with “the salary to be determined by the position, not 
by the individual.” I think this a beautiful illustration of the result of 
mass production and conformity in the academic world. What other 
profession in the world, (except, barely possibly, the bench, which is 
really in a different category), would have the effrontery to say this? 
Yet, college professors, with the timidity whidi Mr. Canby denounces, 
urge that they be treated as a group, with little or no recognition of 
individual differences and superiorities. I doubt whether we can get 
men of wealth to finance $8,000 at Wesleyan, and $15,000 at Yale, on 
salaries, if they are dealing with the mass. 

College teachers bemoan the apparent evidence of business practice 
in academic matters. They want to keep their jobs almost for life, (and 
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they are very unhappy, and sometimes vituperative, if they are asked 
to retire before seventy, even when the college’s welfare demands this 
action by the trustees); they want to be treated as a group instead of 
as individuals (when obviously some are “worth” twice as much as 
others ever can be); they urge salaries to put their incomes on a com¬ 
parison with those of young bankers, lawyers, and other business men. 

From Ellery Sedgwick 

Boston, May 18, 1929 

A week in London is like a day in Rome. It is physically impossible 
to accomplish anything. Your note reached me at the Burlington Hotel, 
but not until I had achieved the quiet of the steamer was I able to 
read your piece.^ I agree with it profoundly, I was a sophomore, I 
think, when first I fell under Arnold’s spell. As a boy I had known 
him during his summer in Stockbridge, Massachusetts, and his daughter 
has been a friend of my family since I can recall. But I was twenty 
when the full realization of what Sweetness and Light might mean 
came flooding over me. After that, the pregnant phrases with which 
his essays are strevm grew to be aphorisms in my daily life. And almost 
more than his prose, his poetry in those years seemed to express my 
waking thoughts. The Dissidence of Dissent, the Protestation of the 
Protestant Religion and all the rest of it became automatic press- 
buttons in my consciousness, and as I look back I have no doubt my 
native scepticism was reinforced and perhaps given its final cast by 
Arnold’s point of view. 

I .say all this because it will make you understand with what vivid 
interest I turned your pages. So closely indeed I followed your argu¬ 
ment that at first I was unconscious of what I believe are several ex¬ 
travagances of statement to which my attention is now drawn by my 
yotmg associates educated in a very different school. Of course, it isn’t 
literally fair to compare the great Daniel’s thoughts bom of job trot, 
with our own Judge Webster’s lucubrations at a rhythm of forty miles 
an hour. One or two of these statements there are which would lay 
you open to reply. Would you care to have any slight alterations made? 

From George P. Brett 

New York, June 5, 1929 

Certainly up to this time the enterprise as a whole, aside from our 
pride in the individual volumes, has not been one to afford us very 

* A reconiideradon of Matthew Arnold written for the Atlantic. 
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much satisfaction. The facts do not, however, I think, bear out the 
suj^estion that the total charges which the individual books bear is 
either inadequate or imgenerous. 

> While we had long had in mind the preparation of a large Amer¬ 
ican history from the social point of view, somewhat perhaps after 
the style of the Cambridge History Series, fhis enterprise came to us in 
the first instance as a conception of the editors who planned the whole 
thing and to whom we were in the first instance responsible. Our own 
position and our freedom to determine the return to editors and auth¬ 
ors was, therefore, somewhat more circumscribed than would have been 
the case had we ourselves initiated the program. The editors were quite 
unwilling to go on with their plans except on a royalty arrangement, 
which, since there are four editors, had to be sufficient to give each of 
them an appreciable return.^ Furthermore, since the main sale antici¬ 
pated was a college sale, the price per volume had to be moderate. 
Each book, therefore, had to carry a royalty to the editors and a pay¬ 
ment to the author. 

While it is perfectly true, therefore, that a cash payment of $1000 
to the author of each volume might in itself seem small, particularly 
in your own case, when it is combined with the royalty payment to the 
editors, the aggregate would compare very favorably with the amount 
paid by any publishing house in the country, and indeed, more than 
favorably with that paid on a great many books of this type. It is, in 
fact, quite ail the books could stand with any appreciable of ultimate 
commercial success. 


From Worthington C. Ford 

Boston, June 18, 1929 

There is no objection to saying that both prefaces in the Education 
were written by Henry Adams. The book was actually printed in 1906, 
but I 6nd that he was distributing it in January, 1^7. I should there¬ 
fore take 1907 as the proper date. The distinction between “printed” 
and “published” is one that few would raise. 

Henry Adams was assistant professor of history in Harvard Univer¬ 
sity, 1870 to 1877. That is sufficient. My recollection is that he de¬ 
clined the LL.D.— certainly it did not come from Harvard. Looking 
at the Harvard Quinquennial 1 find that it was conferred by Western 
Reserve, Ohio, 1892. That means that it was through his friend 

* The four editors were Fox, Schlesinger, Carl Becker, and Ashley Thorndike 
of Columbia, but the two latter held a consultant position. 
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Charles F. Thwing, President of the University and a member of the 
class in Harvard of 1876. It is possible, therefore, that he may have 
been a pupil of Henry Adams. 

7o Wilbur Cross 

London, June 26, 1929 

As to an article on [Henry] Adams for the [Yale] Review, I hardly 
know what to say just at the moment and would like to think it over. 
I had intended at first to make my Introduction rather a critical study 
but later decided, in view of the fact that there is no biography of 
Adams and not likely to be (though I have been asked to write one), 
to make the Introduction rather biographical in form. A careful study 
of the Education shows me that in quite a few cases Adams jumbled 
the sequence of events and in some cases even gives as determining mo¬ 
tives events which did not occur until several years after the points at 
which he placed them. Of course twenty years are left out entirely. 
Allen Johnson’s account in the D.A.B., is of necessity brief, and in some 
respeicts inadequate as biography. As the Introduction stands now in 
its rough first draft, it is thus a 23,000 word biography, touching only 
briefiy on the mind of Adams which I leave to speak for itself in the 
Works, although, of course, I indicate and discuss briefiy the nature 
of each of his writings as they appear in chronological order. It may 
be that I shall decide to expand this part, or even, possibly append a 
short critical essay to the biography. I am going to read it over today 
with a fresh mind after having left it for a fortnight, and decide. As 
it stands now, it is a closely knit narrative and it would be difficult to 
lift any section out for a separate article for the Review. 

In addition to this difficulty, as I may have told you, I am at work on 
a history of the four generations of the Adams family — John, J. Q., 
C. F. ist, and Henry, Brooks, C. F. 2d and J. Q. 2d, which is neither 
history nor biography, but a sort of combination. In that I shall have 
to treat Henry again. I hope to finish this before the end of the year 
and think if I did anything for you, that probably an entirely new 
article from some aspect would be best. Henry had hold of an impor¬ 
tant idea in his trying to link up history with scientific thought. As it 
happened, however, he took as his basis the physical thought of about 
1900, just the moment more or less at which physics was to begin to 
alter most radically. What he would have done with Einstein, Bohr,- 
Whitehead, and the whole of the new physics of the past decade is a 
very interesting problem. I think that this new ph)'sics means that sci- 
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ence is entering upon a wholly new stage metaphysically, and bears out 
most interestingly Adams’s prophecy that about this time thought woiild 
enter upon a new phase. In fact many of his prophecies were rather 
remarkable; for instance, the one he made about Europe’s being at¬ 
tacked in its thought and values by probable changes at the two pe¬ 
ripheries of Russia and America, on which today, nearly twenty years 
after, a whole literature has sprung up in France. Perhaps, if it did 
not prove to overlap my other two things on him, a short article on 
his method, the changed basis of physics, and his prophecies, might be 
interesting. 


From Allan Nevins 

Columbia University, July 5, 1929 

I have just come back from a vacation — alas, too brief — in which 
my mail did not follow you, and am at once taking steps to forward 
you the fullest Adams data possible. There are almost no Adams letters 
in my collection. What few I have I shall send you copies of. But 1 am 
going through the privately printed edition here at the Public Library, 
and by tomorrow’s mail shall send you a full schedule of dates and 
places. I trust it will meet your needs. 

We are having a very hot summer here, and for me it is a very busy 

— 

one. I still have one foot in the' World, and one at Columbia, where 
they have elevated me to a professorship. Indeed, I am to have charge 
of all graduate students in history for their first one or two years, and 
to oversee the preparation of all the M.A. theses. Lippmann has been 
very nice about the World. On condition that I merely come in every 
day, and do what is up my street if anything is up it, he will continue 
my full salary. Even so, the two places cannot be combined forever. 
Meanwhile, the WTiite book approaches its completion.' It will really 
shed a great deal of light on recent American diplomatic history, for 
White was on the inside, both in Europe and in Washington, from 1895 
to 1910, Then, of course, there is much of interest in his daily letters to 
Lodge and Root on the Peace Conference. 

To M. A. De Wolfe Howe 

London, July 12, 1929 

We came home to work and last week took three days off, ostensibly 
to track the Adamses to their origin in the villages of Barton St. David’s 

* Henry White, diplomatist and member of the Peace Gommisnon. 
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and Charlton Mackrell in Somerset. We put up at Somerton, a delight¬ 
ful village where nothing has happened since the battle of Sedgemoor, 
and where we stayed, for 10 shillings a day each, at an old stone inn 
which had last been done over in 1605, and where we were the only 
guests. In the register I could find only one American registered there 
since the record began. I got a countryman to motor us about at six¬ 
pence a mile, and we scoured all that part of Somerset, some of which 
I knew before. We included Glastonbury and Wells and crossed your 
recent trail at the Cheddar Gorge. We also visited Wookey Hole, which 
is far finer and more interesting than the Cheddar caves, and where 
there were no charabancs or tourists. W’e ended by a scamper across 
Dorset to take the train at Weymouth. 

So far from objecting to your comment on the Forum article I ap¬ 
preciate it as a friendly act. I feel much as you do and have been fight¬ 
ing Harper^s for some time to let me write on something besides criti¬ 
cizing America. 1 think, however, that the effect of my articles must 
have been cumulative for in the Hoover one I thought I did suggest 
some remedy on the last page, i.e. that we must begin to reform from 
the very bottom, the springs and motives of our lives, and that for that 
a leader would help who would take that line. Mucli as I disliked 
[Theodore] Roosevelt in many ways, I believe he did do much to stir 
the conscience of the country. The war and the huge prosperity since 
have swept over all the old ground gained and we need a new leader 
and a new regeneration. Perhaps I did not make my point clearly 
enough. Boni is negotiating with me at the moment for a small volume 
of my articles on America and if they are republished, I shall have had 
my say and shall fight hard to vary my new articles. Editors, however, 
insist on slashing attacks — the Forum, Harper% and even the Atlantic. 
When I ariced Sedgwick to let me write on Matthew Arnold Sixty Years 
After he agreed if I would twist it into an attack on current life. 

To Henry Hazlitt 

London, July 25, 1929 

I suppose we shall go home next April though as far as the life here 
is concerned both Kay and I shall be very loath to do so. Not only do 
we like London but the having all Europe at our doorstep to play in. 
We are off to Denmark and Sweden next week but shall be back by 
the first of September. Also, for the first time, I have enjoyed society. 
Here, in drawing rooms, you meet all the world — social, political, lit¬ 
erary, artistic, etc. inst^ of having them all segregated as we do in 
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America — one sort in the East 60’s, another in Greenwich Village, 
another in Washington, and so on. We have become quite swanky and 
have even lunched twice this week at Lady Astoris, with the Archbishop 
of Canterbury, and a general collection of specimens from the titled, 
parliamentary and artistic worlds. Such juipbles are good for all con¬ 
cerned and, so' far as my own experience goes, are not often to be en¬ 
countered home. I have been extremely busy also lately as Boni cabled 
me to whip a dozen of my magazine articles into shape for a book this 
autumn. It is to be called, I believe, **C)ur Business Civilization: Some 
Aspects of American Culture” (Boni’s title). 

To M. A. De Wolfe Howe 

London, July 25, 1929 

We have had a lot of interesting social things lately, at the Hirst’s 
and elsewhere, and have lunched twice at Lady Aster’s. I like her and 
she has been wonderfully kind to Kay. The last luncheon was one of 
about thirty, the Archbishop of Canterbury, Lady Duveen, and a lot of 
other titled and parliamentary people, but she put me by her at table, 
and Kay by her son, and'when the ladies went to the drawing room for 
coffee she and Lady Duveen took Kay in tow and were very kind to 
her. I had lunch with Philip Kerr the other day and he wanted me to 
go down with him to speak at Cambridge but I am no good at that 
sort of thing and declined. I must say that I enjoy society here much 
more than I ever did at home. I think it is the mixture of all sorts of 
people — pure society, politics, literature, art, etc. The conversation is 
certainly better. I was thinking today, I have not heard a person in 
England (I mean at social affairs) mention business or automobiles 
since I have been here. The conversation ranges over every conceivable 
topic but not those, which, like plumbing, seem to be considered nec¬ 
essary and useful but not interesting socially. A London season is a 
very curious thing. Once one is started, invitations just fall from the 
blue. People you do not know at all, ask you to tea. I suppose they 
know who you are, but the workings are mysterious. At any rate, it is 
very interesting and valuable experience. 

We are going over to Paris on the 6th to pick up my sister and then 
go to Denmark and Sweden. We riiall be back about September 1st. 
1 want to finish the Adams book by December and shall cut my travels 
accordingly, although in September I want to go to Devon for a few 
days to see my cousins there and have a day or two on the moors while 
the hpather is still in bloom. Have you read Lone Voyagers by Neff? 
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Greenslet sent it to me with the request that I give it a good word. 
I went through it last night and it makes me dread getting into Middle- 
town more than ever. It does for the small western college what Lewis 
did for the small town. It may be overdrawn but too much of it is 
true, and it makes you want to scream. 

We probably shall go back to live but I do dread it. One has so 
much freer play here. One can drink what one likes, read what one 
likes (I see I cannot take my English unexpurgated copy of All Quiet 
home), one has the accumulations of 2000 years and more of culture 
to stimulate not only one’s mind but one’s taste and emotions, one can 
find someone to talk to about anything, and there is no stock market. 

From Edward Weeks 

Boston, September 9, 1929 
As my cable has already informed you, I was immensely pleased with 
my reading of the first installment of the Adams biography. I took the 
manuscript away with me on my vacation and annotated it at my 
leisure. 

It is in every sense a distinguished piece of work. The characters are 
drawn with that freedom and naturalness which so often alludes the 
most determined biographers. In part I think this is due to the skill 
with which you have enabled tliem to speak for themselves, and in part 
as a result of your wide and vigorous understanding of the times. 
These two strands — the one of historical delineation, the other of 
authoritative quotation — are interwoven with a third. I refer, of 
course, to your own critical interpretation which, derived as much from 
your own experience as from literary sources, adds verisimilitude, pun¬ 
gency and discrimination to the whole, and so completes the effect. 
This fragment allows me a sufficient glimpse of your general design 
and of your particular style to make me not only confident, but expec¬ 
tant of the book’s success. I know it is poor policy for a publisher to 
boast or prophesy. Let it be enough, then, for me to say that I think 
“An American Family” will be one of the most distinctive books that 
we have ever had the pleasure of publishing. 

From Samuel Eliot Morison 

Cambridge, Mass., October 1,1929 
Reading your most interesting and stimulating article in the current 
Forumt reminded me that you have never contributed to this magazine. 
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possibly because you have never been asked! Now I am wondering 
whether you will not help us by a review of Charles K. Bolton’s Real 
Founders of New England. I am sure thait you will enjoy reviewing 
the book, which is a pretentious but a very silly one, making out that 
the fishermen and scattered settlers of the- New England coast who 
didn’t found anything, were the “real” foimders rather than the Plym¬ 
outh and Massachusetts-Bay people. One of the heroes of the book is 
Pastor Lyford, and the author expresses his deep regret that you should 
have called that noble clergyman and upholder of the Church of En¬ 
gland “a lascivious Uriah Keep.” The book deserves to be slashed 
thoroughly, and of course you can do it better than any of us here who 
have to live with Bolton and see him every few days. 

Please do not say ‘no’ to us until you have seen the Octooer copy of 
the Quarterly, which I am sending you. We are trying very hard to 
produce a regional historical journal in which style and humor are 
just as important as matter and scholarly worth. If you will cable me 
collect: “Professor Morison, Harvard University. Consent. Adams,” 
I will mail you Bolton’s book at once, so that we may have the review 
for the January number. 

Your letter in the lentem was much appreciated. We are founding 
a new Civil Liberties Committee, in the hope of relieving the situation 
by legislation. The situation looks rather brighter this morning, for 
the Irish Mayor of Quincy not only allowed the “Strange Interlude” 
to be given there, but also has endorsed the performance without 
qualifications. 


To Wilbur Cross 

London, October 5, 1929 

I am greatly obliged to you for your cable received yesterday morn¬ 
ing. I have added about three pages to the essay and shifted one page 
from around the middle to the beginning. Personally I think the paper 
much improved. Your cable seemed to me to embody a rather lai^e 
order for two pages, i.e. to discuss the Chartres and Education^ and to 
tell how they affected other writers, and how their standing has been 
affected by the criticism of twenty years! As all that obviously could 
not be done in 600 words, in any detail, I hope I have complied with 
what you wished in a general way. 1 assumed that, as the essay was 
concerned with Adams’s theory and the new physics, you would not 
wish a dispersion of interest, and that what you did wish was sufiBcient 
comment on Adams’s more conventional achievements to afford a sort 
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of background for the mind that went wandering into the theoretical 
side of his art. For that reason I now start the essay with a note on 
the charge so frequently made, and implied when not openly made, 
that he was an amateur, if not a triiler. I pass next to show briefly the 
body of his solid achievement along the best of conventional lines. 
Then on to the discussion of his theory, the effect on it of the new 
developments of science, and, last, a mere note on the possibilities of 
continuing his effort along more promising and feasible lines. This 
seems to me to give coherence and logical structure to the whole essay. 

I did not want to linger over the Chartres and Education because 
even Henry himself gave up the attempt to make them fit into his 
theory as establishing “points,” and their influence is another matter. 
To speak of his work, to give him, so to say, a “union card,"” is right 
and proper, but I am dealing now with Adams and physics, Adams’s 
mind in relation to American intellectual life, the influence of his most 
characteristic work {Chartres, Education, Degradation) on American 
thought, the history of its reception and criticism, his growing public, 
and what that public makes of him, are all subjects for an essay the 
central theme of which would be quite different from the present one. 
As I think all this must have been as clear to you when you cabled as 
to me, I have tried to follow what seemed to me the spirit of your 
suggestion. I am greatly indebted to you for it, for I really do think 
the essay is better. 


From Edward Weeks 

Boston, October 5, 1929 

For some time I have been troubled by the knowledge that Mr. Boni 
was making friendly overtures to you of a sort that tended to place 
your other publishers in a somewhat niggardly regard. I say so wdthout 
any reflection upon Mr. Boni of whom, though I have never met him, 
I know nothing that is not honorable. Now comes his large advance 
upon your forthcoming volume of essays, an advance, whicli naturally 
attractive to you, can only be justified, candidly, when regarded in the 
light of a deliberate encouragement to you and a large gamble on a 
risky undertaking. You are close enough to the literary market on this 
side to realize the hazard that is attached to any collection of short 
pieces, whether of short stories or of essays and almost r^rdless of the 
author. This hazard has been intensified in the course of the past year. 
The Book Clubs by giving extravagant publicity and emphasis to their 
selections have practically compelled the bookseller in his turn to play 
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up these favored volumes in preference to the less popular volumes, 
and it is common knowledge that today first novels and volumes of 
collected papers are handled only in the most modest quantities. . . . 

1 want to speak to you now in an entirely different capacity. In addi*^ 
tion to my direction of the Press, Mr. Sedgwick has lately appointed me 
to serve as Editor of the new Atlantic Bookshelf, which is in the course 
of undergoing a very thorough revision. More space is to be devoted 
to the reviews, the type is to be enlarged, and as you will see from the 
enclosed announcement, every effort is to be made to combine dis¬ 
criminating criticisms with a broad, and to some extent, a personal 
survey of each season’s books. 

I am very anxious to have you serve on our staff as one of the experts 
in the field of biography and history. Your associates will be Mr. 
Charles Johnston, and I hope. Miss Elizabeth Shepley Sergeant. Each 
of you will be expected to contribute in the course of a year three or 
four critical essays of a thousand words in which you will be at liberty 
to discuss in whatever proportion you prefer the merits and defects of 
a selected and, to some extent, a homogeneous group of biography or 
history. 


To M. A. De Wolfe Howe 

London, October 21, 1929 
Your letter has just reached me on a day you would have loved in 
London — an air like spring, a haze softening every distance in Hyde 
Park, and the brown foliage and slowly moving groups of nibbling 
sheep composing into a perfect Constable landscape. Kay and I have 
just come in from hunting up an old editorial on Henry Adams in the 
newspaper room of the British Museum, travelling home by bus, and 
now, in front of a fire and with my five-thirty mug of ale, I shall 
answer you. 

If I were you, I would not trouble myself at all about the reviews. 
I have not seen Schlesu^er’s or Miller’s (who is Miller?) but I have 
Fox’s. 1 know Fox well, Schlesinger slightly, and consider them both 
the sort of men who are all too common in our universities. They are 
both very capable in their fields. They “know their subjecte”; but out¬ 
side of that diey are barbarians in the Greek sense. They both, I 
imagine, had exceedingly meagre backgrounds, socially and culturally, 
unextended by travel and contacts until an when their minds and 
natures had become set. They know American history as you and 1 
will never know it, but they are not cultivated men, as at least you are. 
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They arc exactly the type which I mention in my essay “May I ask?”; 
men who know their subject but are helpless outside of it. I consider 
Fox’s question; “How does his [Rhodes] treatment of a given episode 
compare with that of Von Holst? with Schouler? with more recent 
writers?,” when asked of the man who has been writing the life of 
Rhodes, as a perfect example of that soul-killing specialisation and in¬ 
tellectual provincialism that I am fighting in American life. You were 
not writing a critical essay on Rhodes’ methods as historian. You were 
writing the life of a man; not a Ph.D. thesis on his method. I do not 
doubt tliat if you 'vsnrote a charming, and, to a cultured man, wholly 
satisfying life of Charles Lamb, some “teacher of English” would attack 
you because you had not shown Lamb’s relation to other writers of 
essays, with a disquisition on essays as a genre in English literature, and 
all the rest of it. . . . 

1 know of no subject more narrowing than American history, when 
pursued as most American professors of it pursue it to the exclusion of 
all other intellectual and cultural interests. Begiiming in 1609 it is cut 
off from all the currents of western European culture before. It is pro¬ 
vincial in the extreme. From the Civil War on it is almost current 
politics. Whcm, in addition, most professors start with no background 
or culture, the result is hopeless, for them and their students. . . . 

... I hope to have the [Adams family] book completed in another 
ten days but shall hold it for any further information I can insert about 
J. Q. L. B. decline to publish, in any case, until the autumn of 1930. 
I am praying that nobody brings out such an obvious book first. You 
may recall that they did not wish to bring out a Jefferson on the ground 
that the market was over-stocked with Jeffersons. A month ago, I had 
a letter from Weeks, praising my Adams book very highly and suggest¬ 
ing that Little, Brown might now want a Jefferson, although he had 
not consulted them. A week later I found they were bringing out a 
Jefferson by Chinard. Meanwhile, I had been trying to get Chinard’s 
book for Boni on the score that L.B. had declined a Jefferson, so would 
not want it, and a Jefferson by Chinard would spike one by me, so 
Boni ought to have it to make up for not getting one by me. Suddenly 
both Boni and I discover that L.B. has had Chinard’s book all along. 
I do not like the episode at all, indicating as it does that I cannot trust 
L.B., and also that the Atlantic Monthly Press is not at all in McIn¬ 
tyre’s counsels. I have intimated so to Weeks, adding that I have 
nothing but the most cordial and friendly feeling for him. Oh, for the 
good old days when I could deal with a Mark Howe! So far, my little 
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Russian Jew Boni has proved himself not only more generous but much 
more of a gentleman than our Puritan friends L.B. I am tied to than 
on a contract for the Adams book but I am much inclined to make 
that the last. 


To M» A. De Wolfe Howe 

Liondon, November 1, 1929 

I presume that today you received my book from Boni, which, to my 
horror is as atrocious a piece of bookmaking as I ever have seen! Had 
I been in America I might have prevented that terrible binding, but as 
it is I am ashamed to send it to my friends. . . . 

I much wish that I might now get away from this sort of writing but 
suppose I cannot entirely. This book, in the aggregate, must represent 
less than a year’s work and has brought me in, even although 1 got 
lower prices for some of the articles than I now get, close to $8,000, 
whereas all four, of my histories, the New England series and the Mac> 
millan one, took seven years to write and have brought me just the 
same amoimt as a total, exclusive of the Pulitzer Prize that will not be 
repeated. I get for two articles what Macmillan paid me for Provincial 
Society, $1000, which is all I have also got thus far, about, for New 
England in the Republic. Harper’s publish immediately such things as 
**A Business Man’s Civilization” and “Is America Young,” whereas 
they have not yet published an article they paid for last February on 
“Science and Art.” Even my article in this month’s Atlantic'' Sedgwick 
insisted should include a “sideswipe” at America, though written on 
MLatthew Arnold. I suppose the editors know what their readers want 
but I myself am getting deadly tired of articles on marriage, the cost 
of medical service, our colleges, etc., etc., etc., and turn to English mag¬ 
azines like the excellent Realist to try to get in touch with an occasional 
eternal verity. American journalism and literature is beginning to make 
me feel like a man in one of those amusement park places where every 
wall is covered with distorting mirrors and one sees one’s self in dis¬ 
torted form every way one looks. 

I have greatly enjoyed writing my biography of Henry Adams, which 
will be published in a small limited edition (Little, Brown would not 
allow Boni and myself to make a trade edition) as well as an Introduc¬ 
tion to the Collected Works. I am going over to Paris Wednesday to 
see Ford and let him read it. I have also finished my Adams book for 
L.B. and am merely holding the MS in case you or others turn up some 
good bit on John Quincy for me. I think these two things and the 
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article on Henry Adams for the Yale Review the best things I have 
done. Cross seems much pleased with the last and writes he is trying 
to make space to get it in the December issue and that if not it will be 
in the March one. ^ 

Have you seen Randall’s Our Changing Civilizaiion? Hartman of 
Harper’s (associate editor)* wrote me in high praise of it and told me 
to be sure to get it. I have spent four evenings on it and have been 
much disappointed, and wonder what you thought of it. Hartman 
seems to consider it a sort of new gospel and said it had changed his 
thinking. Tonight I shall read Aristotle, a cowardly “escape,” as the 
modems would consider, from the problons of the present! 

1 sincerely hope you did not get caught in the Wall Street debacle, 
which I selfishly welcome and would be glad to see go further. I have 
been wondering about Sedgwick, for the last time 1 saw him he was a 
wild bull, told me he had put practically everything into common 
stocks, and had accepted the belief that American finance had changed 
forever and we would never see low prices s^ain. Of course, even with 
the smash to date the prices are not low in many cases, with many 
stocks still yielding only to 4%. I look now for some rally and then 
a long slow decline provided there are no failures of such magnitude 
as to bring about another crash. I think it would be a good thing if 
people would have to live on their legitimate incomes for a while, in¬ 
stead of those plus gambling profits, but of course that will play hob 
with consumption, and industry is geared to high consumption. 

The losses must have been terrific and the steamship offices are be¬ 
sieged by people trying to get passage home. One man said he had just 
got here with his wife and three children to place them at school in 
Switzerland and spend the winter travelling but that the break had 
cleaned him out completely and he did not have a red cent left. This 
sort of thing must be a fairly common story, and it is silly for a chap 
like Stuart Chase to say the slump cannot hurt business for there have 
been only “paper losses.” Last December I pointed out one great 
danger in the huge mass of money being loaned on stocks not by banks 
but by the big corporations, money which could be withdrawn with no 
sense of responsibility at a moment’s notice. 1 see by the Federal Re¬ 
serve Statement that $1,300,000,000 of that money was withdrawn last 
week, much of it to be used by the corporations in buying the very 
stocks they shook loose from their speculative holders. 

' Here such F.ngKsb friends as I have all live on what they have or 
what they make from their professions and although they spend much 
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less than my American friends, their homes are much more peaceful. 
I am afraid I am hopelessly un-American! If I could only afford it, 
I should like to spend my time trying to learn the best that has been 
said and thought by our race and passing it on to others of like mind 
in an occasional book or thoughtful article. I shall try a biography next 
when 1 get settled somewhere, for 1 find 1 enjoy writing it immensely, 
and incidentally it is ten times as easy as history. I parted from old 
John Quincy Adams with really deep regret when I came to the end of 
his section in my book and think I am a better man for having lived a 
few months in his life and thought. 

From Samuel Eliot Morison 

C^bridge, Mass., November 7,1929 
I cabled you today “eight hundred,” as I entirely forgot about send¬ 
ing you the copy of the Qjuarterly. It will go tomorrow, though. I have 
been frightfully busy giving some lectures on early Massachusetts Bay, 
and if they are printed, I hope you will review them for the Quarterly^ 
as you are the only person I can think of who will say exactly what he 
thinks about the book. Colonial historians are very few and timid. The 
book will probably not be out undl spring, so if you change your ad¬ 
dress, perhaps you will be so kind as to drop me a line. Our January 
number goes to press about December first, and of course we should 
like to have your review of Bolton for it. A strange sort of book, 
isn’t it? “800” is only for guidance — anything you think it may be 
worth will go with us. 


From Abraham Flexner 

New York, November 8,1929 
Ellery Sedgwick has been kind enough to give me your London ad¬ 
dress. I should like to express to you the pleasure which I had in read¬ 
ing your paper in the current Atlantic. I read everything you write that 
comes my way and always with profound sympathy. In the present in¬ 
stance, I was particularly pleased to note your admiration for Matthew 
Arnold. I happen to be re-reading his Letters at this time. I have 
always regarded him as by far the most important influence under 
which I have ever come. It is pleasant to see you recalling him to an 
American generation which needs him as badly as did his own in 
England. 

May I venture to send you with my compliments a copy of a little 
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lecture which I at Oxford a year ago? If you have time to glance 
through it, you will see that we are not so very far apart in our way of 
looking at American and modem developments in general. 

From Worthington C. Ford 

Hotel Louvois, November 11,1929 
Your Introduction is admirable in tone and in performance. Resting 
heavily upon the Education as it should, your additions are pertinent 
and illuminative. You give the man a place to which no one can raise 
objection and you do it by a weighing of his work and authority that 
is neither prejudiced by personal knowledge of him nor colored by 
the flippant judgments that pass for criticism. I see nothing to excite 
my adverse comment nor am I able to suggest additions. The last 
paragraph does awaken a doubt The nieces (both recent .Catholics) 
have sought to give a twist to Henry Adams’s last years which will not 
hold and which the rest of the family resented. It is impossible to 
imagine H. A. surrendering himself to any creed, sect or church. He 
had too much independence — and knowledge — and his mind re¬ 
mained clear to the end. I would like to see the last paragraph so 
modified as to say that in his last years he took great interest in old 
12th and 13th century music, etc.; which would imply church music 
and not bring in a daily request for a hymn to the Virgin. .. . 

The essay on the Phase is also extremely well done and carries on his 
trial to an application that would have astonished him, even though it 
meant disaster. The fourth generation of Adams was explained men¬ 
tally by Darwin and Lyell — both not to be understood by the father. 
They were eager adopters of the Darwinian theories and applied them 
nfiiirVi as Spencer did. The father never understood them, but he left 
thpnn alone and that allowed them to develop unruled by him. He 
must have had moments of surprise — and doubt; but he acted wisely, 
and four decidedly individual sons resulted. I am delighted to have 
your high estimate of Henry, for he was the most difficult to appreciate. 

To M. A. De Wolfe Howe 

London, November 16,1929 

You are at present in close contact with one of the things that is not 
only very best in America, but in the world, the marvellous instru¬ 
ment called, with no sense of its full significance, the Library of Con¬ 
gress, and which, in my opinion owes its present significance solely to 
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Herbert Putnam, one of the greatest of contemporary Americans, 
though his bust may never be in the Hall of Fame and Mediocrity. 
Your letter raises the question that I put to you some time ago, of 
whether I was concerning myself too much with the shadows on 
American life. It is one of the greatest blessings that a man can have 
to possess a friend who is willing to comment and criticize freely, and 1 
hope you always will. . . . 

It has seemed to me that certain things needed saying, certain ten¬ 
dencies pointed out. On the odier hand, I realize that a voice of which 
people tire, has no effectiveness. The question, therefore is, does the 
fact that I have dealt only with the seamy side interfere with my being 
listened to at all, and should I throw in some piaise to widen my audi¬ 
ence and strengthen my position? That is what I wonder. 

I get a constant stream of letters from strangers and newspaper dip¬ 
pings about myself from every state in the Union, or at least from New 
York to San Francisco. Some praise, some criticize me. But so far, 
I find the quality of those who praise better than those who blame. 
For example, take my last mail. There was an atrocious letter from a 
man in Chicago called Murphy, ill-spelled and the sort of thing you 
want to put in the hre. On the other hand, here is one from a man in 
Puyallup (lovely name!) Washington, who says he has been a cleigy- 
man forty-five years, and who says my articles in Harper^s help him 
greatly in lus work, stimulate him to thinking and make him hopeful of 
the future. A few days ago, a woman in a small town wrote that I had 
no right to talk about the American colleges and American mental life 
as I did and that I did not know what I was talking about. Yesterday 
I got a newspaper clipping on the conferring of honorary d^rees on 
Lowell of Harvard and Butler of Columbia, as the two leading edu¬ 
cators of America, at the 65th Convention of the University of New 
York at Albany. Murray Butler in his speech spoke of me by name as 
“one of the foremost of contemporary Americans in the fields of letters 
and history” and proceeded to quote verbatim a long passage fnxn one 
of my articles on the very point on which the woman had told me I 
knew nothing, about American colleges and intellectual life. I could 
go on, but I quote these things from my mail because I am myself 
genuinely concerned as to what is best fpr me to write about. I am not 
muck-raking or scandal mongering, nor am I trying to be sensational. 
I am trying all the time to stand for certain values I believe in. My 
articles appear to impress different people very differently. Most men, 
like generals, are better at eidier defence or attack. I think I am bettxa: 
at the attack. ... 
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There are always two opposed types — there are the Platonists and 
the Aristotelians, the conservatives and the radicals, the attackers and 
defenders, and 1 believe the world needs both all the time, as a cart 
needs at least two wheels. 1 have no wish, however, to become a com¬ 
mon scold. But it is curious that, for example, in the article that you 
say first made you think I was assuming too much of that role without 
any suggestion for construction — Hoover and Law Observance — was 
the one in which I had tried to be constructive, and to point out that 
Hoover’s panacea, to obey laws or get them repealed, could not possibly 
work out in present-day America, and that what we needed was a man 
who would preach a doctrine far deeper reaching, a doctrine that 
would go to the root of the moral, not the legal, life of the nation. I 
tried to point out that lack of law observance was a disease deep seated 
and that merely to make new laws or repeal old ones did not strike at 
the heart of the evil, and that we should have to do that to get 
anywhere. 

It seems to me, to go back to other matters, that while there are some 
very fine things in American life, the major tendencies are working for 
evil. For example the increasing dominance of business ethics and 
ideals, the tlemocratization of higher education, and other things, and 
that the main attack, for a man who sees them, should be made on 
them. Murray Butler says, and I think him right, that the American 
school system has gone far backward in the last twenty-five years, 
iowell says the American college cannot continue as it is going on at 
present I am trying to get at the controlling principles of the evils in 
our life. To my mind a good deal of the best in American life at pres¬ 
ent is due to the hang over of principles that are steadily losing in 
power and influence as contrasted with the new ones now becoming 
more and more effective. The question is, should I desist from studying 
and analyzing these new, and to me baneful, influences in order to 
praise the by-products of the other principles that I think are losing 
power? . . . 

I am delighted that you are finding Washington so much to your 
taste. I do not wonder that you enjoy the Round Table. I am inclined 
to consider it the best university in America, and a man who lunched 
there for four years would be better entitled to an A.B. than most 
college graduates. It is, in my mind, one of the chief fod of civilization 
m America, and there again you have Herbert Putnam at work. You 
ought to have a very delightful winter and I hope you do with all my 
heart. 
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1 shall sail for home on the Aquitania March 12 and hope to see you 
in your Washington quarters. If 1 can find a house somewhere within 
my means and my wife can find a cook, we shall probably stay> some¬ 
where over there. 


From Samuel E. Morison 

Cambridge, Mass., November 25,1929 

Thanks very much for the review of Bolton. It is just what we 
wanted, and what only you could do. Bolton is an excellent Librarian 
who has the misfortune to fancy himself an historian; and the public 
naturally thinks that the person who runs the Boston Athenaeum with 
all those books around, must know something. 

It is no wonder that the public takes you seriously as an historian, 
and properly so, because you write unusually well, and your works on 
New England are the results of considerable study and research. In 
doing my Lowell Institute Lectures, I had frequent reason to consult 
your Founding of New England, and find no reason to change the opin¬ 
ion I expressed when it came out: that it is a notable and on the whole 
sound piece of work. There is, of course, one fundamental fault with 
it from my point of view: that, starting from an inherent dislike of 
puritans, you did not take the trouble to know them, much less to 
understand them. Consequently you have made a good many off-hand 
statements about them which are not correct, including the one about 
preoccupation with the devil and hell. Old Dr. Fenn remarked the 
other night, that when he was a young man, the Calvinists were accus¬ 
ing the Unitarians of continually throwing stones at the Trinity, while 
the Unitarians could never speak of a Calvinist without accusing him 
of preaching a hell paved with infant skulls. Dr. Fenn said he had 
gone to sermons now for about fifty years, and had never heard either 
doing what the other accused him of. Our ideas of piuiumism in this 
generation are apt to be derived either from some prim old great-aunt, 
or from an anti-saloon league person, both of whom represent a de¬ 
generate and negative type of puritanism. I feel when reading your 
books & articles that you are continually putting up diis latter type 
as a sort of straw man in place of the veritable positive puritan of 
the seventeenth century. Of course, to people who know their New 
England background, your books are provocative, stimulating and 
informing. 

I hope that this will prepare you to write a slashing review of my 
printed lectures, when diey appear. Do let me have an address when 
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you get here. Certainly America is not a favorable place for a person 
with a limited income to set up housekeeping. At the same time, the 
servant problem is much easier in the cities than it was ten years ago. 
According to my experience, one can live better on about $10,000 a 
year in England than here i.e. what I call bettor, more service and 
less plumbing—; but that the heavier taxation over there more than 
balances. Middletown would be an easier place to get a cook than 
Dartmouth. I have a house at Peterborough, New Hampshire, and 
when we go up there to spend the weekend, we have to import a cook 
from Manchester at a cost of twelve dollars, including train fares, for 
the weekend. 


From Nicholas Murray Butler 

New York, November 25, 1929 

It is a great pleasure to have your letter of November 15, and to 
know where you are placed at the moment. I have inquired several 
times as to your whereabouts but no one has seemed to know just where 
you were. If you are planning to come back to America why not con¬ 
sider settling down in Momingside Heights and becoming, informally 
at least, one of our academic family? 

Sc«ne time ago we had here for several years Mrs. Gertrude Atherton, 
who moved in and about with us on terms of familiarity and friendship, 
and who was kind enough to say that until she had these associations 
she had never known or suspected what it meant to live in a university 
company. 

We need to draw to us productive, creative and critical minds of our 
time, whether men or women, to have them use our libraries and col- 
lectimis, and to come to know our scholars and to be known by these. 
Various forms of academic association, formal and informal, are pos¬ 
sible for such if any given individual should wish to avail himself of 
them. A number of suggestions occur to me, but I forbear to go exten¬ 
sively into them until I learn whether even in a general way such an 
acsulemic companionship and contact would be agreeable to you. 

From Mery Sedgwick 

Boston, November 26, 1929 

Dear Adams: 

1 hear that the Adamses are finished and done for! Well done, in¬ 
deed, good and faitMul clerk! 1 r^ard this as a milestone in your 
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career, and 1 trust it may so prove in ours. My comment to you on 
Sweetness and Light was personal, but it might have stood for a hun¬ 
dred congratulations which have reached me from all sorts of people 
to whom I supposed that Arnold was a tradition long since forgotten — 
exploded perhaps. I should welcome an *‘Smerson” to follow it. Be¬ 
fore me as I write is your letter of a few days ago to Weeks. 1 quite 
agree with you that the angle of reflection is very different, and that 
the piece might be quite as fresh as the Arnold. I think it might be 
worth your while in case you can find a file of Atlantics in the library 
to glance over a couple of papers which John Jay Chapman wrote on 
Emerson quite thirty years ago. My guess is that it is more than thatj 
but if I am not mistaken, I talked them over either with Walter Page 
or possibly with Horace Scudder (who was also another old friend of 
mine) when I was a senior at College in the days of Martin Van 
Buren, or thereabouts. That would put it in ’94 or ’95. Chapman is, 
of course, a native moralist, but his papers represented very truly what 
Emerson meant to the high souls of his generation, and I think that 
his estimate would form an interesting half way point in your review. 

From Claude G. Bowers 

New York, November 27,1929 

Since your letter came I have been literally swamped or it would 
have been answered long ago. I was very much delighted with the re¬ 
view in the Sun and would have written you had I known your address. 
I am surprised and yet not surprised either that it should have been 
'Somewhat expurgated in the interest of traditional partisan falsehood, 
but the book editor is not to blame. 1 had expected a great deal of 
that sort of thing and have been delightfully disappointed. Even the 
Philadelphia Public ledger, the Chicago Tribune» the New York Trib¬ 
une and Evening Post have been most generous and only the Boston 
Transcript reviewed it in the spirit of a partisan tirade. Perhaps it was 
too much to expect any other attitude from that quarter. In the nature 
of things the story is not a pretty one for those in power in the period 
treated, but the suppression or distortion of the facts would have beat 
dishonest. I was amazed myself at the depth of the depravity when 
1 get into it. 

The thing that has pleased me most perhaps is the attitude of the 
southern press, all the leading papers down there devoting from two to 
four columns of editorials to it in addition to good review. I had feared 
that these paqiers might give the rebel yell.. They all wrote widi fine 
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restraint and toleration, expressing complete satisfaction with the result 
of the war, but saying that the one remaining bitterness had been their 
inability to wipe out the misunderstandings of the North due to propa¬ 
ganda after the war, and that now that a Northerner had written the 
truth, and a Boston publiidung house had printed it, **the South has no 
further grievance.” It has led the “best sellers” nationally for two 
months — which is good in that it may enable me to go to England 
again next summer. 

How I envy you your present habitation. I was in London just long 
enough to fall in love with it By the way, have you been out to Hol¬ 
land House? It fascinated me enormously with its associations, its long 
walks, its enormous statue of Fox. Politics here? It has not, to my 
mind, been so low in generations. We got tired of the gods and decided 
we would have nothing to do with anyone but the most mediocre. 
This is the day of the little fish. The last three Presidents have been 
utterly without any capacity for leadership. One was the associate of 
scamps. One was the office boy of Big Business. The present one wants 
to be one of the board of directors. His administration thus far has 
been a wretched failure. There is a perfect analogy between the first 
year of Hoover and the first of Taft. Both elected overwhelmingly, 
they both summoned Congress to deal with the tariff. Taft wanted a 
downward revision and Hoover a limited revision. Taft lost out on his 
downward revision and Hoover lost out on his limited, and both got 
upward revision of the most intolerable sort.. Both encouraged by their 
lack of courage an insurgent movement, and that of today is more 
serious than that of 1909. Neither had enough guts to lead, and just as 
Taft lost the House in 1910, Hoover will probably lose the House 
in 1930. 

I have it on excellent Washington authority that at the Capitol there 
is a feeling of contempt for the President. Among the people he seems 
without popularity. They tell me that at moving picture houses his 
picture on the screen never brings forth one handclap. His conduct 
during the market crisis has been contemptible in its weakness. When 
everything was crashing he held his hands until the Post here editorially 
scourged him, and then acted with his reduced income tax. I find that 
business men hate him for not having acted in time. “Reduced taxes?,” 
snorted one of them to me. “Great good that will do when there will 
be nothing on which I can pay taxes.” 

llie conditions here are bad. The press generally is lying outra¬ 
geously, heroically trying to prevent depression. The cancellation of 
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Xmas orders has been unprecedented. In every nook and comer are 
victims of the market — ruined. The Gmeral Motors had arranged a 
very expensive advertising campaign in the Wall Street Journal, and it 
has postponed it “indefinitely.” Merchants sdl over who have been 
wrecked on the market will be unable to meet their bills and onnmer- 
dal crashes are probable within four months. 

The press — Democrats leading — are trying to make a hero- out of 
Hoover as a “leader” because he summons groups to consider means of 
continuing prosperity, and the railroads announce a billion dollar ex¬ 
pansion program this year. Sounds hne, but they will not spend it 
unless they can sell bonds and they won’t sell bonds so low as to make.a 
heavy loss certain. 

The Republicans are utterly demoralized and if there were a militant, 
constructive, imited Democratic Party it could sweep the country in 
three years. Unhappily it is not at all certain that solidarity is possible 
with it, and it is certain that an adequate leader does not now appear 
in view. Unless the Democrats unite, and upon a definite and sane 
programme, and with a militant leader with a constmctive mind, we 
shall have two bankrupt parties, and the Democrats may win merely 
because of the protest against those in power. And that would be a 
futile victory. So you see 1 am a pessimist just now. 

Am going over to England again next summer. If you are to be 
there then shall look you up. What are you up to? What writing? I 
have just got your book and shall read it within a few days. Nevins is 
working hard — too hard, I think. 

To M. A. De Wolfe Howe 

London, Thanksgiving Day, 1929 

I want much to see the Sherman Letters^ and agree with you as to 
the possibilities of producing such a mind in America, but are you sure 
you have taken all “the implications” as you say into account? . . . 
Here is the point I would make. America can produce minds of a fine 
type, such as Sherman, Osborn Taylor, Brownell, More, and so on, but 
in the newer America rapidly arising as a result of mass production 
and other economic changes can they survive without a heavy founda¬ 
tion of cash? Henry Adams and Taylor both married money. Taylor 
told me recently in Stockholm that he never had to think of money. 

* Stuart P. Sherman’s Lt/c of Letters, by Jacob Zeitlin and Homer E. Wood- 
bridge, was published in 1929. 
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He has a town and country house, senwits, room in both houses for 
a library, amd the rest of a scholar’s equipment So did Adams. I do 
not know idx>ut J. J. Chapman. 

But look at Sherman. He did not marry money, had a wife, and 
a son ill with tuberculosis on Colorado. Like me, Sherman could not 
bear the thoi^rht of giving up his library and living in a small flat He 
bought a house in Jane Street in a veritable slum, full of push-carts 
and yelling dirty tenement brats, for which he paid $20,000 and about 
$5000 more to fix it up. There he slaved for the Tribune^ giving lec¬ 
tures, summer courses, and so on simply to keep going. No one can say 
that he tried to live like a prosperous business man. He was merely try¬ 
ing to have a home that a business man would despise. . . . 

I lunched with Sherman the spring of the summer he was drowned, 
drowned because he had so weakened his heart. The man looked 
utterly worn, and I told him he could not keep up the pace. “The 
bills have to be paid,” was his answer. Yet I suppose he was making 
at least $18,000 a year. But what with $2500 or so for the equivalent 
of rent, a considerable expense I presume for life insurance, the cost 
of living, and the asst of illness, I doubt if he was getting ahead much. 
America did produce the mind of Sherman but killed it in the forties, 
just as it killed Korff at 47. 


To Allan Nevirts 

London, December 1, 1929 
I am myself very tired. I have done, for me, a big lot of work this 
year and also have travelled thousands of miles and some months, never 
knowing just how much my wife will be able to do or whether a plan 
made one day ran be carried out the next. Unfortunately she gains 
nervous strength but very slowly. . . . Except for her health, the ex¬ 
periment of marriage has been a great success and at the end of three 
years we care more deeply than in the beginning. That problem was 
well solved, but now we are faced with the one of where to live. We 
sue going to Italy in Jsuiuary and then back here to sadl for America 
Msurch 12. I told you that Wesleyan wsuits me to go there to live much 
as Robert Frost does at Amherst, and tsdk to some of the boys, ostensibly 
on Americaua history but resdly about Shsdce^iesure and the musical 
glasses et aim my own study. I haye never taught I cannot lecture, 
from a constitutional shyness I cannot overcmne, and 1 dread being 
tied to an institution, but they offer me $3500 a yesu smd, except for 
the full time-job at the Library of Congress a few years ago, nobody 
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in America has seen fit to ofifer me a nickel a weekl I am told I may 
be able to get a maid there at $90 a month. That is the crux of life in 
America for me. My wife is simply not strong enough to do the house¬ 
work even if I wished her to, which I do not. She cannot, that is all, 
and if she could just do it would have no energy for anything else in 
life. I did not marry her to make her a cook and chambermaid, and if 
those are the terms on which American life are possible only, I shall 
come back here. I can get a good house even in London for $1500- 
1700 a year and maids at $250 a year. . . . 

1 have written any number of magazine articles this year. Forums 
Harpers, Atlantic, Current History, Saturday Review, etc., book re¬ 
views, prepared my essays for the press in a terrific hurry on cabled 
orders when ready to drop from work, have written a 135,000 word 
book on the Adams family which Little, Brown will bring out next 
autumn, a 25,000 word life of Henry Adams for an Introduction for 
the ten volumes of the Collected Works, which I have also got ready 
for Boni, and all of which will be published the fall of 1930 with the 
Life as a separate also in a limited edition, have written an article for 
the Dec. or March YtUe Review which Ford and Cross think rather 
good on Henry Adams and the New Physics, and so on. This is little 
as compared with what you do but I cannot keep up even this pace, 
and must cut down a bit next year. What with $600 for storage of my 
things, $500 for bringing my library across the sea, $1200 for furniture, 
building bookcases, etc., $600 insurance, and ail our travelling it has 
cost us about $14-15,000 but even so I shall save about $3000, but I can¬ 
not keep on at this rate. We have done a good bit of travelling and in a 
rather expensive way. Incidentally we have had the unenviable record 
of crossing the Channel ten times so far this year! Apart from shorter 
trips, I think I wrote you of the long one to Germany, Czecho-Slovakia,. 
Austria (heavenly opera in Vienna!) and so on. We have been many 
times to Paris, and I have now been there so often in my life that 
there is no more thrill in arriving at the Gare du Nord than at Forty- 
second Street and even my wife finds it an old story though she loves 
to go there. We have been to Holland four times, and, with my sister, 
had an extremely interesting six weeks trip through Denmark and 
Sweden, dropping down to Berlin and comii^ back from there. Sweden 
and Holland, of course, are the countries in which to see the new archi¬ 
tecture . . . but I will not write a travelogue. Here in England we 
have been off occasional week-ends and had a fine trip up to Shrop¬ 
shire where we were entertained by Lady Gaskell, the widow of Henry 
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Adams’ Englidi friend, at Wenlock Abbey. It was very interesting to 
ut in front of his fire at the Priory (die habitable part of the Abbey) 
and chat with the same woman he used to. I also hung over Wenlock 
Edge and looked off to the blue hills of Wales, all of which you find 
in the Education. It is one of the loveliest counties in England and 
we enjoyed the trip immensely. A fortnight ^o we ran over to Paris 
for a week to let Ford read my Henry Adams, and made our fifth viat 
to Chartres cathedral, which is more marvellous each time and always 
different. 

Soon, however, is arising the question what next? Unfortunately for 
American life today I have too much of the old tradition back of me. 
Both my grandfathers were millionaires, and for generations we have 
been used to comely living. I do not mean that at all snobbishly. I 
merely mean that space, privacy and such horribly expensive matters 
are in my blood. I have been used to large rooms, and my old ma> 
hogany some of which is very fine and much of it heirlooms, is too 
large for a flat. There are my family portraits, that of my great-grand¬ 
father being a lovely thing. There is my library. What in creation am 
1 to do with such things in an America where it is ten to one you can¬ 
not get service and if you do you pay a cook $1000 a year and get 
that yourself for a volume like Provincial Society? Incidentally I got 
under Brett’s skin by a reference to the atrocious pay they gave us. You 
know Harpers averaged $1500 a volume for the American Nation Series 
when living costs were half what they are now. Brett* got Henry Os- 
bom Taylor to say a good word for him, and Taylor and I had a fine 
time together in Stockholm. . . . 

I am far more at home in London than I am in New York, for it is 
psychologically much more like the New York of my childhood than is 
the sky-scraper hustling New York of today. My sister is living a few 
blocks off. She has the whole second floor of ^ good house in a good 
neighborhood. She orders her own meals an^ they are. cooked, and 
served in her own drawing room. For her rooms, meals, and good 
maid service, she pays about $1600 a year, and has a comfort and a 
privacy that she simply could not get at all in New York without 
enormous expense for her. . . . 

' George P. Brett, American head of the publishing firm of Macmillan, was a 
figure of wide tnfiuence until his death in 1936. Henry Osborn Taylor (1856- 
194'!), who devoted himself to the study of ancient and medieval culture, had 
published his Ancient Ideals in 1896, and his more important work, The 
Medieval Mind, in 1911. His work on Thought and Expression in the Sixteenth 
Century was to appear in the year after this letter. 
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That is merely the working of democracy the world over, and I am 
rapidly becoming an anti-Democrat. Recently hare in England diey 
revised the Statutes of the Realm and the men who set the type got 
more per hour than the lawyers who made the revinon! France is ex¬ 
tremely worried Over her intellectual life because wagoi have gone up 
so much faster than the numbers of the Intelligent public, that have not 
gone up at all, that it is now impossible to publish many books that 
would unquestionably have been published in an edition of 1000 copies 
before the war. I suggest you read Isis, or the Future of Oxford in the 
excellent Today and Tomorrow series. ... 

From Worthington C. Ford 

Paris, December 14,1929 

With everyone — from Hoover down — preaching on the dollar; 
with a man like Grundy to represent a great State in the Senate, and 
with one like Edge to represent us here, where is the point in which 
a needle could be inserted carrying the virus of true living? It is de¬ 
pressing and the more so because it is becoming more fixed daily. Even 
in the University of Paris they complain of the decreasing study of the 
humanities and the decreasing influence of the old university spirit — 
with some 22,000 Students, as against more than 33,000 Students at Co¬ 
lumbia (God save the mark!) 

But your series of studies are an admirable record of things as they 
are and contain not a little suggestive autobiography that interested 
me. I doubt if the book will sell, for the U.S. are too busy to read 
outside of what is forced upon them by the absurd book-clubs; but 
you will find every penny-a-liner borrowing from it for years to come, 
and without credit. That is greatness! ... 

I also read yours on modem biography. Excellent With all good 
feelings for my friend Gam Bradford he has introduced a pose which 
he now states as a gospel, and it is mischievous, because it proffers a 
somewhat commonplace sketch of outer conditions as a study of a 
“soul.” Bosh. A good writer of fiction can do better, but he would not 
be read as a writer of a gospel. You have held the mirror up to a lot 
of fakirs — and the number will increase. I have seen the birth of die 
Am. historian at the Am. Hist. Ass’n’s inception and he has never ex¬ 
isted to this day. He remains a worker, a producer and a teacher. It 
is like an ant hill — all alike to the causal observer. 
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From M. A. De Wolfe Howe 

Washington, December 15,1929 
With all my limitations, 1 must try to oblige for a statement about 
the contribution of America .to world civilization. Your list of its de¬ 
fections from the highest that might have been hoped for it is indeed 
impressive, and of course so true in many particulars that there is no 
rejoinder. Is not this, however, to be considered as weighing heavily 
in our favor? — that here for the first time in the history of the world, 
the lot of the average man, the equalization of opportunity, the pos¬ 
sibilities of turning leisure from incessant toil to worthy account, are 
realizing the very demands upon society for which the philosophers of 
Europe have been clamoring for several centuries? You will point at 
once to the unworthy uses to which hordes of our countrymen are 
putting their opportunities — but is it not to be considered that the 
country as a whole is still in the active process of lifting a level, and 
that the peaks of distinction cannot be expected to emerge from it in 
any considerable numbers until the level is somewhat stabilized? This, 
I know, is all very general, and exposed to exceptions at many points, 
but with such an agency as the Library of Congress under my immedi¬ 
ate observation, and that a national, no merely local, phenomenon — 
and with many other instrumentalities busy throu^out the country 
with lifting the level with widely various effect, I feel no small confi¬ 
dence that we can afford to wait for the better things that are reason¬ 
ably sure to come. 


From Allan Nevins 

New York, December 16,1929 
Your letter was a great pleasure for me, and cle^d up a good many 
questions I have been asking myself about you. As you surmise, this 
has been a busy year for me; chiefly, as I shall explain later, because I 
have been unable to get away fitxn full-time work at the World while 
supposedly doing full-time work at Columbia. I am sorry to hear that 
Mrs. Adams continues to be somewhat unwell, for 1 had hoped a good 
rest, with change of scene, would bring her back to full health. And 
you stagger me by the list of all you have done since you have left 
these shores. I feel like a sluggard when I contemplate it, though to 
tell you the truth I have been workir^ under some grave handicaps. 
I dcm't wonder that you feel rather tired. 

The important news in your letter, to me, is that you are comii^ 
back in March. 1 hope you will give the place at Wesleyan a try. 
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Evidently the duties will not be heavy, the salary will help meet your 
bills, and I am told it is both a pleasant and an inexpensive place to 
live. Of the probable intellectual companionship I know nothing, but 
in almost every college of that size there are a few good men — often 
the best are quite obscure so far as the world goes — and Yale is not 
far distant. I shall ask Canby about it. It seems to me that you are 
a bit inclined to exaggerate the difficulties of living in America. You 
ought not really to have any trouble getting a good maid at $90; we 
have a very good one at $70, an Irish girl who.is conscientious, neat, 
a fair cook, and reasonably intelligent. Rentak in Middletown should 
be low, though after my experience in Ithaca I should say that you 
might have to do a bit of house-hunting. 

At any rate — if you will let me speak as a friend, who has a much 
greater admiration and affection for you than you suppose — I don’t 
think you ought to give up being an American. Spending an occasional 
year or two in England will do you good; spending the rest of your 
life there, I fear, would not. Even the ablest men run the risk of be¬ 
coming d6racin6s. Moreover, this country needs you. All your equip¬ 
ment, both as historian and as social critic, is for work in and about 
America, and you will lose time, momentum, and perhaps expertness 
if you either transfer your activities to an English scene, or try to work 
in England — indefinitely — upon American materiak. What I espe¬ 
cially covet for you just now, and for Mrs. Adams, is a happier experi¬ 
ence of American life than you have had in the past five years. I also 
covet for you the chance to take up some larger piece of work again, 
like your New England trilogy. These scattered books on diverse sub¬ 
jects are all very well, but they do not cotmt in the long run (as I 
have decided for myself) like some large enterprise. Come back to the 
United States, give Middletown a good try, and let the country have 
the benefit of your presence. 


The Epic of America: the Great Depression 

The years 1930 and 1931 were those in which the United States de¬ 
scended into the trou^ of the Great Depression. They were also die 
years in which Adams’s imtiring labors achieved two of his greatest 
successes, first m The Adams Family and then in The Epic of America. 
And during this busy, dktressed time his articles in the principal Amer¬ 
ican-periodicak were as widely read and commented upon as those of 
any writer. 

Living for the most part in London, Adams witnessed the succesrive 
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blows that struck Western Europe: the failure of the largest Austrian 
bank in the spring of 1931, the collapse of German finance, the de¬ 
parture of England and most other nations from the gold standard, and 
the general devaluation of currencies. He heartily approved of the 
moratorium that President Hoover induced European nations to de¬ 
clare on reparations, but thought Hoover too tardy in other policies. 
As the American economy sank further and further, the Reconstruction 
Finance Corporation seemed to him a step forward, but he thought 
other steps needed. 

It depressed him to hear such bad news from home, to see England 
in such straits, with processions of the unemployed filling the streets, 
and to find that much of the Continent was worse off. Yet these were 
among his happier years. “I have very heavy work to do,” he wrote 
one friend, “and can do it with less strain here than at home.” Amid 
his toil it gratified him to get appreciative praise from all kinds of 
people. “You are undoubtedly writing American history-today better 
than any other man,” wrote David S. Muzzey of Columbia. 

To M, A. De Wolfe Howe 

lx>ndon, January 4, 1930 

We have just heard one of the most beautiful things we ever did. 
The carillon of bells made for New Zealand for its War Memorial is 
supposed to be the finest in the world, and has been set up in Hyde 
Park for a few days before being shipped out so that ‘Ve Londoners” 
could hear it. The best carilloneur has been brought down from Bir¬ 
mingham to play them, and it was lovely beyond words this afternoon. 
I shall never forget “Sweet and Low” as it came to us across the 
meadow from what is really a marvellous carillon. We had also Shu- 
bert’s “Serraxade” and a half dozen other things, ending with “Just a 
song at twilight” when twilight was really falling; and the vast crowd 
melted away without a sound. I do wish you might have been there. 

I did not begin this letter to tell you diat, however, but merely to 
enclose the obituary in this morning’s Times of George Woodberry, 
which I thought might interest you. I believe you knew him. I never 
met him but have always been fond of his “North Shore Watch,” and 
once had some correspondence with him. 

Much to the frosting of our spirits we are beginning to clear out the 
flat and leave on the 18th, although we do not start from Paris for 
Rome until the 26th. From now on it would be best to address me care 
of Barclay’s Bank, 1 Pall Mall, London, unril we sail on March 12th, 
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Have you read Bridges’s Testament of Beauty» and if so what does 
your poetship say to it? Also have you seen a rather good small volume 
on Keats by Takeshi Saito of Tokio? I dread seeing the colBin lids go 
down on my library again and the months of hotels ahead. Rome and 
Naples are some compensation, and a good look at the U.S.A. again 
for purpose of study, but I must get settled. The waste of energy » too 
great. However it will be good to hang over my balcony again on the 
Via Vittorio Emmanuele on the San Martino hill, and watch the Bay 
of Naples take every shade of mother of pearl in the sunrise. I have 
been there twice, once for several weeks, but not for twenty years, and 
the hills and bay both are haunted with memories of yoimg friends, 
every one of them killed in the war. I once said that I would never 
go back unless I were married, little dreaming I ever would be, and 
now we are going. 


To Alfred McIntyre^ 

[London,] January 11, 1930 

As I come more and more to study the production of books, I see 
the author as contributing his research, time, and literary skill to the 
writing, and the publisher as contributing the capital and work for 
manufacturing it, and his selling organization and expense of distribut¬ 
ing it. The author can produce only one book at a time on which to 
make a profit whereas the publisher produces many. I presume that 
a fair division of profits %vould be represented by the terms of contracts 
which publishers in general make. 

With regard, however, to sales effected through book clubs, the au¬ 
thor, as I see it, contributes considerably more than the publisher. It 
is the special quality of his work rather than the trade name or the 
capital or work of the publisher that secures its acceptance by a Club. 
In addition the publisher, in this case, does not take any ridE whatever 
or increase his advertbii^ cost to secure sales through the Club, or 
make use of his own selling organization. He merely submits a copy 
to the managers of the Club. That being the case, I do not see why the 
publisher should receive and the author only 40%. I may not 
understand the matter clearly but would like to investi^te further.... 
Again, as the author receives a royalty on the retail price and not on 
that less discounts in cases where sales depend entirely upon the pub¬ 
lishers’ selling organization, I do not see why the author should be 
penalized in the case you moition in your second clause, and receive 

* Of Little, Brofwn. * 
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a royalty on the amount less all discounts vdien the publishers’ part of 
the work is much curtailed. That some allowance diould be made for 
the extra discoimt to Clubs is reasonable, but that the author should 
not only make such an allowance but lose his royalty on any discount 
does not, frankly, seem just to me. , . . 

I shall certainly see you, or Mr. Sedgwick or Mr. Wedts,^ when in 
America, and shall be glad to discuss new books. It is possible that my 
next work may be a Jefferson for Boni. I harbor no grudge against you, 
assuredly, but these are the facts. On my first volume, which your reader, 
Worthington Ford, pronounced the best history of New England yet 
written and sure of a sale, 3000 copies were exempt from royalty. That 
book has sold between 8 and 9000 copies. The second and third had 
each 1000 copies exempt. You accepted by su^;estion of the Jefferson 
and Hamilton volume^ for which I was offered $350 each, and on my 
request was paid $500 each; but to my enquiries as to whether you had 
any editorial work which I could do, I never received any ready, altho’ 
repeated several times. Also, when 1 wanted to publiih some of my 
essays, you would not take the risk on any terms. On the other hand, 
when I asked Boni for editorial work he gave me $3000 worth, and he 
requested permission to publish the essays, which have Iniought me 
much good publicity and already $2000 in royalties, and as the sales 
are mounting prospects of more. I therefore feel that I owe Boni a 
certain obligation. Harpers also offered to bring out the essays if I 
\rauld promise them another volume. You, as my regular publishers, 
were the only ones who declined utterly. I do not mean that I am 
intending or contemplating any permanent chai^ in publishers, and 
1 think it a mistake to do as some writers do and hawk each work about 
for the highest bidder. 


To Allan Nevins 

London, Jantuury 16,1930 

I write amidst bales and packing boxes for my move tomorrow, at 
least sdl our Lares and Poiates do and we clear out the following 
mining. Jove, how time flies as one get older! A yesur flashes by like 
a day. We have been in England over a year and now as we are leav¬ 
ing it seems as though we were just arriving. It has been a comfortable, 
hap]^, interesting and successful one, but this next one must see us 
settled'scHnewfaere if possible. ...» ^ 

Gmfidentially, 1 was offered the post as head of the Library at Cor- 

* EUeiy Se^^wick and Theodon Wedu, bodi of the Atlantic Monthly Press. 
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nell. Nothing was said as to the amount of the ssdary but I could not 
see anything in it in any case. To do the job weU would mean losing 
myself in administrative work and having no time or energy for writing, 
at what 1 think would imdoubtedly be a sacrifice of income, although 
perhaps a less wearing and hazardous occupation. I question vdiether 
1 am fitted for the academic shades now. My life has been one of a 
good deal of movement and freedom. . . . 

I made a rather interesting excursion a few days ago into a hitherto 
unknown part of London to me, along the docks and die poorest part 
of the East End. I now understand Dickens far better than ever. The 
day had begun fine but turned into a foggy drizzle and then a down¬ 
pour, and I got the full flavor of the dismalness of Wapping Old Stairs 
and the Ratcliff Highway. In that district and on toward Whitechapel 
I saw what I never expected to see in Ei^land, the bobbies patrolling 
in couples, which, if you know England, tells a rather startling story. 
One expects that sort of thing in Italy, where the picturesque police 
always stroll in twos even on boulevards and railway stations but I 
never dreamed of seeing it here. 

Did you notice Stephenson’s review of Bowers’ book in the Saturday 
Retfiew? I thought it very sneering and did not like it at all. What is 
the matter with Stephenson the last few years anyway? I haven’t found 
him reviewing anything he does not sneer at, and certainly his own 
work lately has been nothing to brag about I thought his publidiing 
a lot of rather badly edited extracts from Lincoln’s writings and calling 
it an Autobiography to mislead the public was about as cheap a thing 
as any scholar had done for some time. By no stretch of the word 
could it be called Autobiography. I have been rather disappointed in 
our American historians this past year. Abbott’s book on New York 
in the Revolution, Van Tyne’s Revolution and practically all the books 
I have seen seem to be pretty skimmed milk of wisdom for eur scholars. 
Is nobody doing anything at all great or at least really thou^tful? The 
two best biographies of American statesmen this year are both by 
Frenchmen, Fay and Chinard. CX course, it is pretty slack water every¬ 
where these days. Murray Butler wrote me that he thought my histor¬ 
ical scheme “intensely interesting” and I want to talk to Shotwell about 
it if he is in America when I get home. I have always liked him and 
I think him much yoiur biggest gun at Columbia, head and shoulders 
above the Ph.D. type.^ 

* The books here mentioned are Claude G. Bowers, The Tragk Era (1929) i 
Nathaniel W. Stephenson, Autobiography of Abraham Lincoln (1926); WUbur 
Cortez Abbott, New Fork in the Revolution; L. M. Van Tyne, The War of Jn- 
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I have been quite surprised at the commotion caused by my reprinted 
aurticles in the Business Civilization. They have had a great deal more 
press notice than anything else I have done and have called forth puffs 
from different sources as Harry Barnes, the Hearst papers, and the 
Mass. Inst, of Technology Review, as well as praise from such other 
men as Butler, Canby, Dr. Flexner, etc. Incidentally as articles and 
book it has brought me in more than I got from all three New England 
volumes. Provincial Society and the Hamilton and Jefferson volumes, 
combined. 


To M. A. De Wolfe Howe 

Rome, February 8, 1930 

Your most welcome letter found me where the Tiber, not the 
Wairora, rolls, examining the only Eternal City I shall probably ever 
reach. It is my third visit but my wife's first, and she is completely 
under the spell of its infinitely varied interest. A few days ago we were 
in the Forum looking at the new excavations that have revealed the 
Etruscan remains below the lowest level of the earliest Roman Forum, 
and a few hours later were standing in a huge crowd of about a million 
modem Romans in the Via Nazionale to watch Mussolini march in 
the funeral parade of the great Fascist general, Bianchi. In a few 
hours we had passed from the dim dawn of history to the great move¬ 
ment of the present moment. The incessant calls on one’s knowledge 
here are appalling and one realizes one’s abysmal ignorance as nowhere 
else. Egypt and Babylonia, although older, would have no such effect 
for they do not link up at every point with things one ought to know 
axid does not. We are not far from the Street of Hiunility but all Rome 
is that for the scholar! 

A few days ago we motored out to Tivoli to spend a morning among 
the terraces and high cypresses of the Villa d’Este, and sitting there in 
the shade of the old Cardinal’s trees, tile sound of plashing waters 
from fountains coming to one from every direction, looking out over 
the olive and vine-clad slope of the Sabine Hills down to the wicfe 
expanse of the campagna rolling like a sea to where the dome of St. 
Peteris rose against the sky twenty miles away, one strove in vain to 
find a cc»nmon denominator for that and America. On Monday we 

dependence; Gilbert Ghinard, Thomas Jefferson, Apostle of Amerieanism; and 
Bernard Fay, Benjamin Franklin. Adams’s praise of James T. ShotweU, professor 
of history in Columbia Univernty 1908-42, was founded upon his labors as his¬ 
torian and planner of efforts to promote international peace. 
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are going to motor to Qrvieto for &e ni^t, about eighty milei away, 

as I hove never been there and want to see the cathedral which is saui 

«• 

to have the finest polychrome facade in the world. A week later we -go 
on to Naples, Pompei, GasteUamare, Amalfi, Sorrento and Paestum. 
Then a twenty-ei^t hour run to Paris, a fortnight in London, and die 
Custom House at Pier 54 North River. 

I am glad you liked the article in the Yale Review. It is die sort of 
thing I would like to do more of and which I honesdy think diere is 
much more likelihood of my doing here than at home.. .. 

. . . My Adams book bids fair to be my greatest popular success. 
The Literary Guild has accepted it for June publication, so Little, 
Brown cable me, which means they take 70,000 copies in a lump. Of 
course, the Book Clubs leave die author litde but his skin, and they 
pay only a lump sum of $13,500 in royalties on the whole 70,000, but 
it is good advertising in Litde, Brown's opinion, and after some nego¬ 
tiating 1 have agreed with XJtde, Brown to accept $5900 for myself, 
they to get $5400 and put $2200 into extra advertising for the trade 
edition.-"The book thus ought to bring me in $10,000 in royalties alto¬ 
gether if there is a halfway decent trade sale. I do not think there is 
anything confidential about the Club's having taken the book but per¬ 
haps it would be well for you not to mention it yet Altogedier die 
actual writing 1 did in my London flat last year promises to bring me 
in about $18,000, although I was travelling for about five montfas (A 
the year. Of course I do not expect to keep up diat rate of work and 
luck, but even at a heavy falling off I am inclined to think I woidd 
make more money as well as do better work in this atmo^here h^ 
than in America. 

I cannot quite make out wherein the greater sense of leisure, that 
"wide unhaste" you quote from one of my boyhood idols, Bliss Camutn,. 
lies here as compared with any part of my hcnne land. Your lack of it 
even in Washington with a post that as I understand it does not levy 
too gready upon your time, makes me wonder even more. | did not 
reach England until Well into January last year. I did not get into my 
fiat until about the first of March; my library did not arrive until April. 
We have qient nearly five months rambling oVer France, England, 
Belgium, Holland, Austria, Germany, Demnark and Sweden. 1 wrote 
sbtteen major magazine articles, edited Hemy Adams, wrote a 25,000 
word biography of him and the 135,000 word Adams boolc, and had k 
good bit of social life, yet never fdt as pressed and,faurri^ as I tned to 
at home. I managed The Testament of Bea^ easily and rince I read 
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' that have, for the first tone in my life, read through the whole of 
Pcsradke Lost as well, in the course of the year all Marcus Aurelius, 
and much else clasucal as well as many current books outside of the 
twenty or mme I reviewed. I take no credit to myself. There is some¬ 
thing in the atmosphere over here, *‘an ampler ether, a diviner air** 
perhaps, that makes such things easy. 

To M. A. De Wolfe Howe 

London, February 22, 1930 

Your dictated Ave has beai unanswered far too long but, yes, I will 
admit it, I was v«ry busy even in Finland as you surmised. Last year 
I took cm, as you know, a large part of the literary washing of the 
U.S.A., and have been toying to get it laundered and delivered. I had 
to reach America around March 15th as chairman of the Pulitzer Jury 
in history. I had to finish the little, Brown book, for various reasons, 
before 1 went I had to have some change and rest after that was 
accomplished. Hence I worked like a dog up to January 15th, when 
I cotdd cry **done**, and fled on the rapids to the Italian Riviera, where 
I picked up my sister en route back from Corsica, and the thre^ of us 
settled fcnr a week of perfect peace at Rapallo. Kay and I had a huge 
room and bath, both openir^ on a private terrace thirty feet long 
vdiere we lounged and looked over the blue of the Mediterranean, 
ylashed with the orange of the trees in our garden. We breakfasted 
out dcx>rs and for the rest of the day, my chief'excitement was to stroll 
down to the water side, buy French, German, and English papers, and 
read them at a cafe table in the sunshine. The little town, nestled in a 
cleft of the mountains on die edge of the sea, was charming and quiet, 
never a sound at nij^t save a cockcrow now and then far up the 
mountain side. 


A Change of Direction 

Widi his greatest literary successes completed, for The Adams Family 
and The EpU of America will be remembered as long as his New 
En^and trilogy and had broader ap]»al, Adams entered in 1932-33 
tqxm a period of taiqxuary uncertainty. Not only had his proposed 
editba of Henry Adazns’s writings fa&en throu^, but this had Idft his 
hiographical'itudy of Adams unsatisfactory. He did hot have time or 
means to make it eidier a full-length bic^raphy or a thorough critical 
treatmoit of the man and his wcuks. For various reasons he rejected a 
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proposal that he write the life of Dwight W. Morrow. MeanwhUe, he 
continued contributing to American magazines, with essays now more 
and more upon politics and business. He continued to draw comfort 
and perspective from his residence in London, which was well, for in 
1931-32 he felt that he had to “work like mad” (as he wrote M. A. 
De Wolfe Howe) to maintmn his family future. 

It was at this point that he signed a long-term contract with Scrib¬ 
ner’s, and embarked upon his first long piece of factual writing, The 
March of Democracy (1932-33). This was a change of direction about 
which he himself was doubtful. His age must be remembered, how¬ 
ever, and his utter dependence on his little Corona typewriter. Keenly 
interested as ever in American and world affairs, Adams witnessed the 
election of Franklin D. Roosevelt in the fall of 1932 with satisfaction. 

From Henry .HazlitF 

New York, January 4, 1932 

I don’t see how it is piossible to know when revival is coming unless 
one is able to guess pretty shrewdly what certain key figures are going 
to do. One has to know the psychology of M. Laval, Herbert Hoover, 
the railway union labor leaders, a few key members of Congress, and 
in addition a more widespread opinion that helps to dictate the opinion 
of these persons at the top. If the January 18 Debt Conference both 
postpones and materially reduces tHe reparations payments, irrespective 
of what America does for the debts, then a slow revival might be pos¬ 
sible. If the miracle were to happen here of a sharp reduction of the 
tariff, a more rapid revival would be possible. If Germany is allowed 
to sink, then things will get far worse in the next couple of years. 

I wish I could have more faith in British policy. Whether England 
should hav6 returned to the old sterling parity after the war is a diffi¬ 
cult question to answer even now. In view of developments (the failure 
of British wage levels, costs of production, and prices to adjust, them¬ 
selves to competitive world levels) I think it would have been better to 
have devaluated then, but it seems, to me that it was mainly stupidity 
and incompetence that put it off the gold basb last Fsdl The British 
were building up a situation agadnst themselves for several years by 
their artificial cheap money policy; and their bankers, of course, made 
things worse by borrowing at low interest from Paris and New York to 
lend at high interest in Germany. 

’ Now of the editorial lUdf of the New Yoik Nation. 



209 


Selected Correspondence 


From Herbert Putnam^ 

Washington, January 20, 1932 

Deferring my own curiosities to those of our privileged readers, it 
was only a fortnight ago that I began The Epic; and only last evening 
that I encountered the references to the Library of Congress in its 
concluding pages. 

You will realiae how they must have moved and stimulated me, and 
will move and stimulate all of those associated with this recent devel¬ 
opment— convinced of the soundness of it, es^er to promote it, and 
grateful for every recognition of it. Your recognition of it as an ex¬ 
pression of the valid Democracy which may be the substance of the 
“Dream,” carries an authority that should be far reaching. And we 
appreciate it the more in that the illustration wasn’t necessary to your 
exposition, but important, in the determination to emphasize to the 
American public the r61e with which we should be credited among the 
agencies for culture. 

But how generously you have done it! and as regards my self per¬ 
sonally, how lavishly! We are proud to think that the characterizations 
will reach the many thousands of readers who will follow with absorp¬ 
tion your extraordinarily dramatic review and analysis. 

From Worthington C. Ford 

Paris, February 2, 1932 

My congratulations on the practical completion of the work — to my 
mind a colossal undertaking and performed in record time. It bespeaks 
the orderliness of your mind and the almost perfection of your methods 
of work. Do you fully realize the position you occupy in letters? Your 
Epic is selling in a year when nothing else is, when the world is com¬ 
plaining of economic ills unmatched in two centuries. You have two 
publishers at your call, bearing not the head of a Baptist on a golden 
salver, but a signed blank check. You command entrance to any 
American magazine at will. Scribner’s has always been regarded as the 
aristocrat among publidiers, selective, leaning toward good literature, 
generous and sympathetic. As a permanent connection it is the best to 
be had. I do not see that you are tied to Little, Brown however much 
our good friend Howe might wi^ it. He now has no connection with 
the house, so you are free to act as you vnsh .... 

* Head (1899-1938) of the Libraiy of Gongreai. 
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To Henry HazHtt 

London, February 3,1932 
I am pretty near down and out with all the work under pressure of 
the past six months — can’t sleep and all that — and have a lot to do 
of all sorts of things to clear up before sailing three wedcs from to^y. 
Would you mind if I did not do Denison’s book or anything at the 
momait? There are over 100 unanswered letters on my table as my 
semi-secretary is ill and I cannot seem to get anyone in for just a 
couple of days. I really am up against it, but when I finish this big job 
in Washington I am not going to take on anything big a^ain for a 
long dme, and could do what you want for The Nation. Excuse this 
brief note but I am jUst plowing through this pile of mail — all kinds 
of stuff from all kinds of people. The letter just before this was to a 
teacher who is working for his Ph.D. degree and who asked me where 
I got certain statements I made about the panic of 1837 (his subject) 
in Harper*s. I got them all from McGrane’s book The Panic of 1837 
published by the University of Chicago. How in Hades could a man 
doing a doctoral thesis on the panic have never heard of this book with 
its bibliography, its citations of authorities on every page, etc.? 

From Allan Nevins 

New York, February 6,1932 
Indeed I shall be delighted to read your latest book, all the 235,000 
words of it, in manuscript, and to give you my most conscientious criti¬ 
cism. 1 do not think so slightingly of it in advance as you seem to do, 
for 1 know you are incapable of vnridng anything that does not have 
distinction. Do you recall that I had to hold your hand, so to speak, 
over the Epu:? — that same Epic which has been the outstanding suc¬ 
cess of the year in the field of history. If Scribners make the request, 
I shall assent to it. We are glad to hear that the date is set for your 
return to these shores, and I am impatioit for your arrival. . . . 

We are all well. The Cleveland marches forward steadily, and while 
I promise nothing to anybody, least of all to myself, it is possible it will 
be finished by July 1. Even if it is|, I shall perhaps simply lock it up in 
a drawer for some months, and dien rewrite it. I am also, with some 
hired help, getting on with a collection of Cleveland’s letters authorized 
by Mrs. Preston, and at lippmann’s request, I have prqnused to scram¬ 
ble together a volume ai his journalistic essays for fall publication; This 
will be the labor of only a few days, but he wants some hand other than 
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his own to appev. But my teaching burdoi being li^t, 1 am giving 
thzee-fourths of my tune to the Cleoekmdj and in the ability to do so 
feel mymlf in an enviable position. Much as I mourn the World some* 
times, I am glad to be out of journalism. 

To Miss McAfee 

London, February 9, 1932 

A few weeks ago I q>ent an ev^iing with Hermann Kantorowicz who 
is professor of law at Kiel, and who wrote the recent book The Spirit of 
British Policy, (Allan & Unwin). He struck me as scunething of an 
extremist but he was exceedingly interesting on Gennany. He claims 
that the German people want the form of democracy and to be told 
they can do everything, and then immediately want to turn everything 
over to someone to do for them, i.e., that they crave a dictatorship with 
control over the selection of the dictator. I can elucidate this in con¬ 
versation, but there mig^t be a good article on the attitude of the Ger¬ 
mans toward the democratic idea and the military dictator. He had 
some very good anecdotes. . . . 

What 1 had thought perhaps of dcwg myself was an itrtide cm the 
increasing difficulty of being a good and intellectually honest citusen, 
given on tibe cme hand the abandonmmit of the representative for a 
rubber stamp in Gimgress, and, on the other, the extraordmary com¬ 
plexity of the problems to be solved by modem governments. 1 am 
myself getting sick of it. I have to earn a living. I want to use my 
mind for all sorts of things outside of working hours that have noddling 
to do with the problems of the day. If I work sdl day, and read, say, 
Dante or Aeschylus in die evening, how the devil am I to know what 
I oug^t to know, if I am to vote intelligently, about the Sino-Japanese 
situaticm, legislation for the unemployed, old age insurance, farm relief, 
and scores of odier things? I can’t 1 have tried to. X have trM to be 
a ’^good citiaen** and to have intdhgent opinions. But l.have only a 
few ydsts to Uve. Why should 1 devote aU my waking hours to making 
a Uving and trying to have an oianion on subjects which oiily qiecialisti^ 
if they, can have a worthwhile one cm? life is too short to make a fiv- 
ing, to go tramping, to be a compankui for erne’s family, to know some¬ 
thing oi the b^ in art and letM and to know also whediar Hoovor 
and Congress have made aans ci ffieihselves or not as minoeed in a 
hq^ {Mutisan’|»ess. What is the answer? Compare what a cidaen is 
njl^Msed to kn^ to-day with 1776. Whest diall tve chaw the liae 
betwem livmg the good life as a ettiaea or as a human bong? Is there 
an ardde here? 
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To M. A. De Wolfe Howe 

London, February 21,1932 

Confidential 

This last year, as you know, I have devoted almost solely to **gettmg 
ahead,” having wanted ever since getting married to add to my capital 
as rapidly as might be so as to work up an income from capital on 
which we could live comfortably without my writing, in case of my 
own illness or death. For that reason, having done the Epic for Little, 
Brown first. ... I have worked like mad this year to get the 275,000 
words down on paper at least for Scribner so that that “property” 
would be established. That is now all accomplished except the last 
chapter, which I am going to do in Washington, as a result of my hav¬ 
ing written 10,000 words a week every single week since July 20th, 
besides some m^azine articles. 

The success of The Adams Family and the extraordinary success of 
The &pic (which comes out in London next week and is being trans¬ 
lated into French for publication by Payot), swung me a good stride 
forward on my capital run. The Scribner contract, besides the $20,000 
advance, which I shall save entire, promises a comfortable addition to 
income for 25-30 years, but that will not start beyond the advance, I 
suppose, for two or three years. 

All these past six months I have known I was driving myself to the 

limit literally and must get a rest as soon as the Scribner work was 

finished. I made up my mind as soon as I could do that in America 

to come back to Europe, go off somewhere in the Tyrol, Sweden, or 

wherever we decided, and lie completely fallow for a while. . . . When 

Howe* came, he brought a message from Arthur Scribner to the effect 

that they thought I needed above all first a complete rest Muthout 

thought of another book. Next they felt that for the next few years 

while writing I should not have any financial anxiety, and that I would 

do my bait work that way. They offered me a contract for five years 

to act on their staff in a (nominal) advisory capacity at $5000 a year, 

payable monthly, and for that they wanted a first call on any books 

I might write in that period, the contracts for the books to be based 

on a 15% straight royalty and $5000 advance or whatever per volume 

I thought fair or needful, the $5000 a year having nothing to do with 

the book co^itracts but being a sort of retainer. This meant that with 

my now enlarged income from capital and the $5009,1 can live as I 

have been (about $14,000 a ye^), travel, and so on, and save money 

% 

* Will D. Howe of Charles Scribner's Sons. 
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with no writing at all. Every cent from old and new books and maga¬ 
zines can go to capital, and before this five-year contract expires my 
income should be coming in from the other contract. I considered what 
seemed to me a very generous and thoughtful offer for several days, 
and have accepted, and’ signed the contract. Howe is returning to 
America with me on the Berengaria. 

The gap is thus bridged. I have saved $16,000 in 1931, and believe 
I can save at least $30,000 in 1932, and $20,000 or more in 1933, 
besides the lesser amounts I saved before. For five years ahead I have 
no anxieties whatever, and then Main Street will be carrying me on 
with the canvassing edition. It seemed to me unfair to my wife, myself 
and to Scribner’s not to accept, but 1 suppose Sedgwick and McIntyre 
will be much hurt. 


From EUery Sedgwick 

Boston, February 23, 1932 

I hope your attitude of fundamental optimism may be justified. I am 
free to say that 1 do not see light. The Atlantic has been a very ddy 
business, very conservatively managed, but we are treading water that 
has risen to our lips. Harper^s is obviously losing money, and, between 
ourselves, I think Scribner*s (the magazine of course) is on its last leg. 

I have just come back from a visit to Washmgton and way-stations. 
Politically the only thing that can ruin Democratic chances is a fight 
in the Convention, of which they arc really fearful at headquarters. 
My own prediction is that you can tell the winner six weeks in advance 
if you take the trouble to look at the price of wheat. If it is well above 
80ff, the Republicans will keqp ffieir seats. If it is in the 60’s, they will 
rise, bow, and pass from the stage. I had a few moments’ talk with the 
President, who looked flabby and discouraged. The policy of his with 
which I most vigorously take issue .is his attitude toward vacations. 
A holiday would have dcme wonders for him, but he is a man of no 
resources of mind or spirit beyond his administrative duties. He never 
reads except along fines that may prove “useful” Something he has 
learned from fate. He told me that every* year there was a little stirring 
of optimum in January which was nipped in March. As for him, he 
would wait until March. 

You will find this country a v^ different place. All the old buoy¬ 
ancy has g<me, and Gynidsm is King. 
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To Alfred McIntyre 

Fd)niaxy 29,1932 

You are in error in your letter when you state that you got me to 
take up again the idea of The Epic of America after I had apparently 
given it up. Letters to my wife, which we have recently been reading 
over, showed that I had this idea fully devel<^>ed in 1926, and in the 
portfolio which I keep for ideas for books and magazine articles, there 
has always been a riip on which I have jotted down frcnn time to time 
new suggestions for that work. I had n^ver laid it aside, and it has 
only been a question of when, and for whom, I would write it Ycm 
did suggest to me the subject of The Adams Family, and I have always 
gladly acknowledged that fact The book did very well, and because 
I have always wished to treat you, not simply on a business basis, but 
to fulfil every possible obligation to you which a gentleman could, I 
decided that you should be entitled to at least another book whatever 
arrangements 1 might make subsequmtly. It was for that reason that 
1 did not hesitate to make the contract with you fcur the Epic. That, 
of course, has been the outstanding success of the year, and certainly, 
with a sale of 100,000 copies, my debt to you for the idea the earUer 
book should certainly be paid. I had no though whatever that when 
I decided that I ought to give you another book to make up for The 
Adams Family suggestion, my doing so could possibly he considered as 
laying the foundation for another claim to gratitude or dbli^tion cm 
my part toward you. 

I may add, with rq;ard to what semns to me the almost fantartic 
suggestion that I owe much to you for reviving in my mind the Ejne, 
that if I had followed your suggestions as to t^ hock it would .never 
have.bem die succen it has tmen. I never wavered frcan my original 
idea of its gmieral conception, but during the last couple of mondi^ 
when I was writing it in Lcmdon, I received letters, and even kn^ 
cables from Mr. Sedgwick, urging me to write it cm different lines, and 
to make it what he called mecum” or a sort ci **Ploetz Mamial.** 

To M. A. De Wolfe Howe 

London, August 7,1^2 

As you know, 1 was esdremely tiled when I Snshedi the EpAe, and 
dimi, after a very f adgumg trip home, had to settle down at once widi 
a fagged mind to toO my way dirou|^ a 275,00D<word factual history 
of the U.S.A. By the time that was done anH I had had another tei^ 
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home, 1 was really so near ^ breakup point that I was a bit wcnrried 
about myself. The last ten days at home almost ended the matter, as 
1 found myself suddenly called upon to rescue the r^muns, less than 
one-third only in market value, of the fortune of a near relatum, ftmn 
the Trust Cmnpany ^lich had displayed almost criminal incapacity 
and folly in investix^. Tired as I was, 1 had to turn to in a hurry, 
frighten the Trust Company enough to make them cancel the Trust 
agreement and return all fees on its account, get the securities into the 
hands of my own bank, and then, with the conditi^ which prevailed 
in the market in May, widi everyone in a blue funk, reorganize the 
structure of the whole estate with a view to safety, income, and eventual 
possibility of partial recovery of the portion lost. I finally dropped on 
die Aquitania more dead than alive. Over here 1 found all sorts of 
things awaiting, me — continuance of advice and comfcnt to tlitt above 
relation in long letters, a complicated re-drawing of my sister's will, the 
writing of four articles promised before I went to America, and a huge 
accumulated mail from strangers. Rest, badly needed, seemed in^x>s- 
tible, day after day, of accomplkhment, but I had a few days off in 
Sussex, and we are now back from a week in Paris. As I had not been 
to the continent for more than a year I felt that the complete change 
might do more good than just running do%vn to the country somewhere 
here, anufPl do now feel better. The last five years have bem a heavy 
strain, both in work and anxiety of all sorts, including sedhg the prop¬ 
erty of my tister, mj^elf and one or two others through the world crisis. 
1 have daaty however, sdl I set out to do and more, and as 1 think the 
worid is rolling a bit lem heavily now, I imagine that part of my ex¬ 
treme fatigue has be«i due to reaction after the strain. Without count¬ 
ing tiie additional income on what we have both saved, I have brov^t 
my sister's estate and my own through these past three years without 
tile loss of a dollar in income and only a nommal shrinkage in market 
value; I have been able to add to my capital in three years what 1 had 
set out to add in hard wmk in nine; I have invested a good bit in bank 
stocks and so on at almost bottom (so far), which diould tning a hand¬ 
some {Mofit in five yeitn; tiie salary from Scribner’s for tiie next five 
years relievm me from the old pressure of magazine surtides; we are very 
oomfoitable, in our two-floor flat here, and tide drop in sterling has re¬ 
duced sny expenses bore from a quarts to a tiiird; finafly with better 
proapecfes for tiie work! at luge I ha\« emeiged from a period re- 
tiuti was neariy crutiimg fair a whife, and 1 think it natural 
I am tired. The dcictor says I have dcuie no harm to myself that k 
permuient or tiiat wifi not be set right rest. 
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From Allan Nevins 

New York, August 24, 1932 

... till July 4 I labored like a dog completing my life of Cleveland; 
and did complete it, in something like 275,000 words. Then till July 20 
I labored like a nigger editing a book of selections from Lippmann’s 
articles of this last year; that is, arranging them in some kind of topical 
order, deciding what should be deleted, annotating them to bind them 
together and explain the events they were built on, and writing a short 
introduction. Then the proofs began to arrive, and with it the usual 
worry of correction and minor revision. I had not felt like letting 
Mrs. Preston (Mrs. Cleveland that was) read the book till it was in 
proof sheets; that is, I had felt that sending her the manuscript was an 
imposition. The same way with Ogden of the Times, who wanted to 
read the book, and R. L. O’Brien, who was Cleveland’s confidential 
secretary in the second Administration and is now chairman of the 
Tariff Commission. Moreover, some material came in late. It was 
only m July that I succeeded in wheedling out of Cleveland’s one sur¬ 
viving and very s^ed sister a large bundle of his letters dealing with his 
marriage (she had given me others, including a set on his Bvdfalo life 
in the fifties, before); and it was only in July that I got at the bottom 
of the Cleveland-Woodrow Wilson row over the Graduate ,j^o61 at 
Princeton. It was quite a row, too. Altogether, the proofs have been 
quite a job. Last week I got the page proofs of the Cleveland, and the 
galley proofs of the Lippmann book, off my hands, and came up here 
to Vermont. 

The life of Cleveland satisfies me. It is full of new material. I had 
many hundreds of new letters, some of them of the very first impor¬ 
tance; I have had the manuscript diaries of William L. Wilson and 
Charles S. Hamlin; I have used the papers of Lament, Bayard, 
Gresham, Olney, Fairchild, sind many more, either unused before or 
else imperfectly explored; I have used all the newspapers of value; I 
have had the benefit of a secret history of the Wilson Tariff bill written 
by Jones, one of the Senate floor leaders, just alter the Senate quarrel 
with Cleveland; 1 have had memoranda by all the survivors of that 
era; I have had Mrs. Preston’s account of such episodes as the court¬ 
ship and marriage; Dean West’s account of the quarrel'with President 
Wilson; and much, much more. It makes a book of almost 800 pages, 
but we are getting it out in one volume of moderate price — $5. I hope 
to heaven it sells. If it doesn’t I shall be out a couple of thousand 
dollars which I sprat in collecting all thft material. The Book-of-tfae- 
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Month Club seriously conridered taking it; got it down to their last 
group of two or three books; and then passed it over for a book on the 
Mutiny on the Bounty. It was too well documented^ no doubt, for 
them — for it is as well documented as Pringle’s Roosevelt^ which liiey 
also passed over. Everyone who has read it likes it. One historical 
figure emerges from it, I think, a complete wreck — Olney. 

Scribner’s surprised me a week or two ago by writing to ask me to 
read the manuscript of your second volume. ... I hope that the two 
volumes will be a great success, and indeed, I thiiik that they ought 
to be. They fill a decided gap, and diey are well calculated to meet the 
taste of the better part of the general reading public. Much will depend 
on the illustrations, and I have no doubt that Scribners, who can pub¬ 
lish beautiful books when they put their minds to it, will serve you 
well there. 

Nearly everyone in my circle of political and journalistic friends 
r^ards Roosevelt’s election as highly probable. Betting ranges from 
7to5tol0to5inhis favor. O’Brien and Congressman Hamilton Fish 
tell me they think he is almost as good as elected. 1 know his friends 
think so. He is very strong in the Middle West, and of course the 
bitterness everywhere i^ainst the poverty of the past two or three years 
is tremendous. My own opinion of Roosevelt is low, but so is my 
opinion of Hoover, and I am so sick of the alliance of the Republican 
party and the most selfish and reactionary element in Big Business that 
1 diall vote the Democratic ticket with pleasure if not entiiusiasm. 
Roosevelt has been a lucky fellow; his name alone is worth a million 
votes, and the Jimmy Walker affair has unexpectedly worked out to 
his advants^. Die recent rise in the stock market has as yet no indus¬ 
trial support that anyone can see. Employment and wages botii fell 
heawly in July. As I write farm strikes are filling great parts of the 
W^tem country with bitterns, and there is a menacing demonstration 
of 10,000 Illinois miners against strike-breakers. Hoover’s tactless han¬ 
dling of the bonus anny made a very bad impression among all the 
veterans. A marked improvement in business and in farm prices might 
carry him to relilection, but I shall be much surprised if he is not 
defeated. 

Die general opinion as I write is that Walker will land in the gutter 
within a week or ten days. His own lawyer obviously expects it. He 
Im played his hand so badly, tod has indulged in such obvious tergi¬ 
versation tod impudence at Albany, that he has lost many of his former 
friends. Curry, who is personally atta^ed to him, will resent it, but I 
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don’t believe that many of the Tammany diatrict kaden wOl mind 
seeing him ousted. His ejection -will please the West and strengti^ 
Roosevelt up-State. Meanwhile, Roosevelt will have a stroi^; running- 
mate for governor h«e in Lehman. 

To IVilbur Cross 

London, August 30, 1932 

1 am fairly optimistic over the economic outlocdc in the U.S. but am 
much depressed by the politicid. Six months ago I would not have 
believed it possible that, had I had a vote at home, this year, I could 
have hesitated to have cast it for the Democrats. Twelve years cf Re¬ 
publicanism and the candidate seemed enough to determine the way 
the road led. But I find it hard to stcnnach Roosevelt; and with him, 
Gamer, and the Democratic showing in the last Congress there seems 
to me to be little choice. 

The trouble, however, goes deeper than the platforms and candidates 
of the present campaign. . . .' 

In the U.S. third parties are failures. The (^positicm party of prog- 
reu must be the Democratic. Unfortunately its make-up as a "liberal” 
party has a narrower base than in most countries. In its fundamental 
attitude it has been right over and over again, as I contend it was right 
in 1896. But it has often been wrong in the specific remedies pro¬ 
posed, as in 1896. Our difficulty is that, unlike many of the older 
countries, the best brains at home for the most psurt go into business, 
and business men as a rule are not prc^ressives. They want favors and 
as little risk of disturbance to estid>li8hed ways as possible. We have 
not the political caxees as qien as in England, which provided the 
liberals with a Gladstcme, a Gampbell-Bannerman, etc. Nor have we 
the large blasses of one sort and another who sue intelligent and well- 
to-do without being active in buuness careers. Our "liberals” are to a 
great extmt the farmers in bad timm, the big'bodies of voters moved 
by bosses %diere the cNmocradc machine is d<»ninant, as in New York, 
some professional reformers, likely to be cranks, the ffew Republic 
type of young intellectu^. some oldes and better balanced intellectui^ 
surd so on. The party lacw a solid rrrass dt mtell^^t ddzens whidi it 
migdit have in c^pontkm to die reacdonary Rqndilkaiu if the party 
had sound ideas and some chance of power. Except for a GoogreHtnaa 
in a strcu^ly local democratic district or a man in a democratic States 
the outlook for national leaders it bad in a par^ whidi hat come to 
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power only three tiinei since the Civil War if we count Wilson’s two 
terms as one. 

The nation needs the balanced functioning of a strong government 
and a strong opposition. Both parties need it for their own good. The 
Republican Party is strcmg. The point is how are we, in our peculiar 
drcumstancei^ going to build up a strong Democratic Party, which will 
attract liberals and provide them with sound ideas and leadership? 
In other words, how are we going to add to the somewhat incoherent 
bt of followers in New York, die South and West, that leaven of 
sound men everywhere who can be made to reconcile liberalism with 
the stability of their business and jobs? 

To Allan Nevins 

London, September 4,1932 

1 s^ree with you about politics, with which I am heartily disgusted. 
Hoover and the Republicans are beneath contempt and yet I cannot 
look with much equanimity on the chance of having Roosevelt, a weak 
panderer to the crowd, a paralytic facing the terrific physical strain of 
the presidency, as the only barrier between Gamer and the White 
House. When Murray Buder was here in July I saw more or less of 
him and he thought the result might be very close. From what 1 can 
gather at this distance, Thomas is likely to poll a very heavy vote of 
the discontented independents as well as the socialists proper. I am at 
sea as to what the Walker situation means as it now stands.* As to 
business, 1 think we have seen the worst. In June at the very bws 
I bought about thirty different stocks. Nor. Pac. @ 616, Great North* 
em @ same, Penn. @ 7, Nickel @ 4, Am. Lt. & Power @ 4, Louis- 
ville @ 9, etc. etc., with some banks and insurance companies, intend¬ 
ing to hold them for three years. After I had done this, I had dinner 
early in July (did I tell you in my last letter?) with Murray Buder, 
just over from France, Lord Ryder, of the Cabinet, Sir Wsdter Laytcm 
(editor of The Economist and chief expert at Laustume), and Francis 
Hirst (former editor of The Economist). There vrere just the five of 
us and the talk was intimate. They all a^eed that the world had 
turned the comer in June. I also had tea the folbwing wwk with 
Mellon, who having been privately if not officially bearish since Jan- 

* James J. Walker, the dapper mayor of New York, had been eiqposed as vul¬ 
nerable to charges of corruption in public hearings conducted by Samuel Sea- 
bury, and hastily resigned this month to avoid removal by Ckivemor Franklin 
D. Roosevelt. 
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uaiy 1929, had turned veiy 'bullish. I think there are many sighs of 
betterment, though I do not like much of what the government is 
doing, and 1 fear the veteran agitation again. But there is no use my 
giving you my opinion on American affairs with which you are in so 
much closer touch than 1. I do not like at all a lot of the half4>aked 
stuff, especially in economics, now beii^ put out by sudi men as Harry 
Hazlitt, Stuart Chase, Elmer Davis, etc. Having been quite wrong on 
almost all that has happened economically, they now propose to reform 
the system! I have never known worse leadership thsui the country has 
been getting in every field. That, to me, is one of the dangerous •ele¬ 
ments in the situation. 

I now have a clean slate as to work, all articles written for the 
moment and no book on the stocks. I have no idea what I shall try 
next, but shall start no book until after my next visit to America. 'We 
shall not go home until April as I weakly agreed to take another doc¬ 
torate in June. Last Jime I declined three, because 1 was too tired to 
stay in hotels another six weeks and go trapesing over the country pick- 
ii^ up sheepskins. One university offered to wait till this June, and 
I aigreed. But I hate to think of losing May and June in England after 
spending the long dark winter here merely for another degree, which 
can do me no good at all. 

From Allan Nevins 

New York, September 25,1932 

This letter has a special purpose, and require an early reply, so I 
shall place business before anything else. I shall also be blunt and 
direct Lately I have been in communication, partly through Wsdter 
Lippmann, widi the Dwight Morrow family. Mrs. Morrow is eager to 
have the biography of her late husband written by a distinguished hand. 
Her husband knew and admired your work, and on some suggesticms 
of mine and Lappmann’s she hopes idie might interest you in the task. 
Her plan is to hire some <x>mpetent man, at a good salary, to collect 
and arrange all the biographical data — to'do the drudgery. You 
would then be adced to step in and execute the bic^raphical master¬ 
piece. She is quite ready herself, I understand, to nmke you a formal 
<^er. But it is necessary for her to consult all the children, and per¬ 
haps other family connectums^ and secure their consent. So diat now 
all that she wishes me to learn is whether you are, or could be, inter¬ 
ested in her proposal. 

Walter assures me she would make tlie most generous financial pro- 
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vision for the work. Since the Lindbergh tragedy she clings to this 
enterprise as one way of keeping her sanity, and it means more to her 
than anything else. Walter also tells me that the Morgan partners will 
throw open their archives. There would be a remarkable opportunity 
to lay bare the whole story of wartime and post-war financing as Mor¬ 
row saw and asdsted in it; to tell the story of his quite remarkable work 
in Mexico, with a good deal of the inside diplomacy of the Coolidge 
Administration; and of course to dead with an attractive and originad 
personsdity. . . . 

Your book is out here, as you know, and Scribner’s have sent me a 
copy. What is more, I have agreed to write a review of it for the 
Times. They know I am a good friend of yours, and I have hence no 
compunctions in undertaking the job; for I tell you frankly, I am tired 
of writing reviews, and do this only because it gives me a chamce to set 
your book in a fair light. I think Scribner’s have done a capital job in 
illustrating it. It is one of the handsomest books I have ever seen for 
anything like the price. There are more typographical errors than 
there should be, but that is a characteristic of all Scribner books. . . . 

Every sign here now points to the election of Roosevelt, and unless 
there is a suddm and striking change I expect to see him chosen by a 
staggering majority of the popular and electoral votes. Observers in 
the West tell me the bitterness there gainst Hoover is beyond belief — 
and I don’t wonder. Here in New York he will do better, but the roost 
seasoned politicians, including my friends Hamilton Fish and R. L. 
O’Brien, and such good observers as Lippmann, expect Roosevelt to 
win hands down. 


To Allan Nevins 

London, October 16, 1932 
I am much obliged to you for acting as go-between in the Morrow 
matter, and scarcely know what to say. Certainly I could say nothing 
definite until I had taken the matter up with Scribners, which I am 
doing by this same post. In some ways the thing appeals to me, and in 
some it does not. I have, as you know, a soft spot in my heart for the 
house of Morgan, as the old man (father of the present J. P.) saved 
my father’s financial life in a panic, and toe doii^ of this would be a 
sort of return. I do not consider the house an unblemished lamb but 
it is unquestionably in my opinion the m(»t broad minded and finest 
banking concern we have or ever have had in the U.S.A. I could 
tooefore do toe book with a conriderable amount of sympatoy and 
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pleasiue. I do not know much about Morrow beyond the KHnewhat 
bare facts that he was a partner of Morgan and resigned frmn makmg 
millions to give public service, which would also be a sympathetic sub* 
ject In addition, the possible financial terms which you smnewhat 
vagiiely hint at would be on the right side. I shall be 54 this wedc and 
as my family is diort-lived, though I may live to be 90, my remaining 
working time is not of the endless vista sort that youth can look forward 
to. Five years ago I practically cut my modest fortune in two by marry¬ 
ing, and although I have never regretted it —quite the reverse — the 
problem of getting enough for two to be comfortable on in old or 
illness has been a serious one. I have fortunately done well with my 
writing, but the taxes, both income and inheritance, seem to cut my 
independent income almost as fast as I can increase it. A $10,000 check 
I have coming to me in January, which a year ago I had hoped to save 
entire, now has to go entire to pay my income taxes next year; and the 
increase in inheritance tax means the having to save another $25,000 
or so to leave my wife only where I would have left her last year before 
the new tax law. . . . 

I realize that I cannot keep up the workii^ pace of the last five any 
longer. I must do somewhat less work. I have therefore got to con¬ 
sider very carefully, at least for three or four years more, where best to 
expend my time and energy from the financial point of view. I am not 
a money-grubber. If I had been I should not have retired from my 
Stock Exchange firm to read and write, but I want to reach the point 
as soon as may be where we shall have $15,000 a year for old age, 
which, with the new taxes and death duties is not an extravagant 
figure. I have no idea what Mrs. Morrow would pay, or when or how. 

From Henry S. Canby^ 

New York, October 21, 1932 

I am answering your cable by letter since the important thing about 
the Lippmann essay is the essay and not the time, provided I can get 
it published sometime this autumn. % Lippmann as an Americui 
phenomenon I meant this. His articles are being syndicated to some¬ 
where between four and five million people. Furthermore, they are 
being read to an extraordinary degree. When he came out for Roose¬ 
velt, last week, there were reverberations all over the country. He is 
discussed at every diimer party here in New York and 1 have found 

* Editor, Saturday Review of Liter^ure; Adana had oflfeied to write cn 
Lippmann. 
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imiverdty people who talked about him out in California last spring. 
I do not think any journalist with a message, so to speak, has gone so 
widely in recent yean to so many classes. On the hi^rical and social 
side you yourself, of course, would be a fair parallel, lippmann, how* 
ever, particularly in the last six months, has been a poUrical influence 
also of very considerable importance. All of this makes an analysis of 
the man's mind and the nature of his influence viewed, so to speak, 
from the point of view of American history, extremely important. 

To Attan Nevins 

London, October 22, 1932 

1 rarely comment on reviews because I feel that they should usually 
be and renuun wholly outside the sphere of personal relationships. In 
the case of your review in the Times, however, I cannot refrain from 
sending my most grateful thanks. You did not want to write it and 
you did, which is certainly reason for me to thank you. In the second 
. place you hav'c done me an extraordinary good turn. I did not expect 
high praise for the book in-such reviews as might appear, and, as you 
say, had no idea of adding to my reputation. What I feared was a 
complete misunderstanding of the whole thing, perhaps flings at me for 
doing a mere pot-boiler to capitalize the success of the Epic when, in 
fact, I had signed the contract and planned this book before I had 
written a word of the Epic. What I badly needed someone to do for 
me was precisely what you have done in what seems to me one of the 
ablest, fairest and most discriminating reviews I have ever read in 
America. I do not see how you could have bettered a single word of it, 
and I wish every reviewer could read your article Brst, not because I 
want praise from them but understanding treatment. 1 am most deeply 
grateful to you. 

1 have, as I say, on principle rarely ever made a comment on a re¬ 
view, and imtil yesterday never an adverse one, and I am rather kick¬ 
ing myself that I did so in the case of Carl Becker whose review of the 
Epic in the April American Historical Review annoyed me very much. 
Did you see it? I would not have cared if he had pointed out l^itimate 
faults in the book but he quarrels all through the review with the book 
because it is not in his opinion an epk (a title, of course, that I did not 
choose and fought not to have used). This over-emphasis on failure 
to fit a ritle would be rather unfair in any case I think but in this case 
is mack much more so from the fact that Becker was evidently confus- 
ali through an epic with a tn^^y. Aristotle said that tragedy 
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should purge the soul through the emotions of fear and pity, and when 
Becker complains that the book is not epical because it does not show 
“the tragic conflict between men’s aspirations and the implacable de¬ 
crees of fate,” and does not cause his own soul to be “puiged by fear 
and pity,” it is quite evidoit he is thinking of trs^^y. Aristotle said 
that the qualities of an epic were “a dignifled theme, organic unity, and 
an orderly progress of the action.” All this has nothing to do with fate, 
tragic conflicts, fear and pity, and when Becker belabors me in three 
paragraphs out of four in his review on the ground that the book is 
not an epic because it does not have to do with these things he is not 
only barking up the wrong tree but giving an unfair impression of the 
book to those who may know no more what epic and tragic is than 
he seems to himself. Being very tired yesterday and somewhat irritable 
perhaps, I wrote to him about this, rather shortly 1 fear, and wish now 
I had ignored it. It did make me rather angry, however, to be ham¬ 
mered in that way because of Becker’s own slip — like the school boy 
who is whipped by the teacher when it is the latter who has made the 
mistake. A year or so ago I had occasion to point out to Alvin Johnson 
that Becker’s article on Henry Adams in the Encyclopaedia of Social 
Sciences had more errors of fact in it than I had ever found made by 
any scholar in similar compass before. The article is really rather a 
scandal for what is supposed to be a scholarly work of reference. I 
think my letter was sent to Becker but he never commented on it. I 
imagine it annoyed him very much, for I am outside the academic pale 
of exact scholarship. I have never met Becker. What sort of chap is 
he? I never quite liked the fact that according to Fox he had agreed to 
allow his name to be used as one of the editors of our Macmillan series 
provided he would not have to do any work or even read the manu¬ 
scripts. It does not seem a very scholarly way of earning money. 

From Harry Haditt 

New York, October 28, 1932 

I am not a Socialist, and I don’t think Norman Thomas a great man; 
nevertheless he seems to me personally superior in course, sincerity,. 
and economic understanding to either Hoover or RocMeyelt This 
sounds like the letter dgned by the ’Svriters” supportii^ Thomas; that 
is because I wrote that letter! 

I think Hoover’s reflection would be a world disaster. If there were 
the differratice between Tweedledee and Tweedledum in Hoover and. 
Roosevelt I might vote for Roosevelt on the theory ^t the one dhancx 
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in several million was worth taking. But Roosevelt grows worse day by 
day; he wobbles on the bonus where Hoover is definite; he denounces 
the Smoot-Hawley tariff in one breath and retracts this denunciation 
in another, either by promising just a$ much **prDtection” under him as 
under the Republicans, or, by proponng some preposterous arrax^e* 
ment, like a separate treaty widi each country for tariff reduction. I 
have not the slightest confidence in die man, and though I still think 
he will be elected in spite of Hoover’s recent gains, I would not want it 
on my conscience that I voted for him. 

From Carl Becker 

Ithaca, November 1, 1932 
I am sorry if you think that my review of your book did not do it 
justice. Perhaps it didn’t. Still, it expresses, as well as 1 was able to do 
in short space my judgment of it. Whether that judgment is right or 
wrong I feel sure that a different title would not have changed it. The 
tide merely gave me a convenient lead for indicating what seemed to 
me to be the qualities of the work. I was quite aware that it is tragedy 
that is supposed to purge the soul by fear and pity. You will note that 
what I say is “banishes all sense of epic grandeur and tragic eonfUct 
which the story of American history is so well suited to convey.” At 
first the editor of the Review raised the query as to the use of the 
words ‘purge the soul by fear and pity* in connection with ‘epic.’ When 
I pointed out to him that the words as I used them referred to the 
above words ‘trs^ic conflict’ he felt that the sentence as it stood was 
quite all right. I still think so. The closing paragraph might have 
been written even if the book had had some other tide. It does not 
say, or mean to imply, that the book diould have been an epic or a 
tragedy: it merely says that while the book is an interesting and valu¬ 
able tract for the times (and surely tracts for the times are now much 
called for) it lea\^ one without a sense of the epic and tragic which 
mig^t have been found in the story of American history. 

From Worthington C. Ford 

Paris, November 3, 1932 
Why should you hesitate over the Morrow offer? Family biographies 
are apt to be dismal failure^ ninety-nine in a hundred. But it would 
not be a family biography in your hands. Exacdy the contrary. It 
would be history and of an unusual quality, for you would be dealing 
with the most important intemationai questions, ccnnmercial, financial 
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smd treaty, that have so complicated today. You would be continui]^ 
your studies intensively on your gmeradon and frc»n papers closed to 
others, and the Civil War volume can wait The Morrow would be 
passed on to others and — well, I will not predict, for 1 am much put 
out by what passes for bic^raphy. Take the opening, highly creditable 
to the Morrow family in making the difer to such a writer as yourself, 
and a good opening for making a notable contribution from you and 
also to yom reputation. As history, it will be exactly in your vein and 
will give you an insight into the world’s problems — from the bankers’ 
point of view — that will be useful. 1 say bankers, because the credit 
system has been the guidii^ force, from colonial development to dollar 
diplomacy. I have read Bowers’ Beveridge and was impressed by his 
skill in keeping Beveridge in the center and weaving around him a 
web of good history. His summary of the tariff fight of 1909 and of the 
Progressive Party and its disaster is excellent — not final, for who can 
write finality? but good, well documented and new. You will have 
treble the opportunity in the Morrow unless the popular estimation of 
the man is wholly wrong. Even if it has been wrong, there is a chance 
to tell a story of lasting importance. 

From Walter Lippmann 

New York, November 17, 1932 

I had not seen your article in the Outlook, but I do remember read¬ 
ing another article of yours, I think in Harper’s, which has always re¬ 
mained in my mind as prophetic. But this one is even more exact and 
impressive. My recollection is that 1 said in one of the articles that you 
refer to that the persons who foresaw the trouble were very few. At 
that time I had in mind Paul Waxburg, Dwight Morrow, among Amer¬ 
icans, and now I should add you. 1 myself realized all through the 
Twenties that the situatioa was thoroughly out of balance and that 
prosperity was on a false foundation, but I did not have any idea as 
to the violence of the crash nor its date. Luckily, I didn’t have any 
money at the tiuK to lose. 

The state of mind here at the moment is not very hopeful from the 
point of view of the debt settlement and the other adjustments. Neither 
Congress nor the public at large appreciate how dangerous is the posi¬ 
tion of sterling, and those people who do appreciate it don’t dare to 
expound it for fear of producing a panic. Roosevelt, I think, imder- 
stands that aspect of the matter. Hoover, I believe, doesn*t. Hoover 
has the authority and Roosevelt quite properly feels that he must not 
accept responsibility when he has im> power* 
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From Cad Becker 

Ithaca, November 2i| 1932 
I have just received your note. I tee no reason why an aiidior should 
not comment cm a reviewer’s treatment of his book. I am radier glad 
you did in this case, since I was glad to kam that the tide was not 
yours. It is quite possible that I made too much use of the tide. I my¬ 
self have never found reviews of my own books very satisfactory as a 
rule; not because the reviewers haven’t lauded them sufficiendy— 
they have hem cordial enough; but chidly because it is not dften 
that they have evm been aware of the precise thing I ttied to do. 
Maybe they are to blame for that; maybe the books are to blame. I 
realize that my reviews of other people’s hooks may be unsatisfactory 
in the same way. 


From Allan Nevins 

New York, December 8,1932 

1 should have written you long before; and the task has been de¬ 
ferred from day to day simply because 1 have had so much to say to 
you. 1 am glad you liked my review of your boc^ in the Times. My 
idea in reluctantly writing it — as I told the book review editor, Donald 
Adams — was that I might put in its proper lig^t a voKane afl too 
likely to be misjudged; the more likely, because your success has excited 
a good deal of jealousy among the more mean^Mrited of our craft. 
Many people told me they liked the review. Eiddently it was Hked at 
Scribners, for tlmugh I asked Howe not to use it in advertising, dunk¬ 
ing that my name had been over-employed already by Little, Brown in 
your behalf, they have persistently done so. I have protested again, 
saying diat I am sure you would like to have a change, and this time 
effectively. Your book is a great success. All the best-seller lists contain 
it I must say that I feel a little mean-spirited envy sometimes myself! 
Fox and Muzzey like the text, and Fox thinks the publishers have done 
a supeih job of Ulustratix^ it — as of course they have. 

I have been reading proofs on the book, and am sending the first of 
them back to the publi^ers, with a few corrections which I forbear to 
mention. I ought to say that in my reports on your manuscript 1 did 
not litt all the errors I found, but simply altered the text where I was 
sure I was right; aa for example, where you nuned Pahner as die 
Iksoocratic nonunee in 1920 for Vice Pieadent. Since it was Franklin 
D. Rooievelt, that slip m%ht have been noted by a good many people. 
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I am fearful that I may miss something still in the proofs, and shall try 
to get Muzzey to look at them; for 1 know you would not object. 

On the question of the life of Dwight Morrow 1 have heard nothing 
of late from Lippmann, and believe nothing has been done. But I 
talked of the matter about three weeks ago with Will D. Howe. I told 
him that my own feeling was that you probably ought not to write 
such a book; and that certainly you ought not to engage to do it until 
you had scrutinized carefully the collection of papers to make sure 
there is something interesting to write about. Some men write inter¬ 
esting letters, make witty speeches, have wide and picturesque contacts; 
some who have equal opportunities are dull as ditchwater on all these 
counts. My supposition is that Morrow had a keen and alert mind, 
and wrote illiuninating and important letters to friends. But it is just 
possible you might find a barren desert there, and would find your task 
flat and unprofitable. You have nothing to lose by waiting. I have 
surrendered all contact with the affair, for I don’t know Mrs. Morrow, 
and Lippmann seems to be whirling frantically about from Washington 
to New York and Albany. I simply conveyed the general sense of your 
letter to them, and that is that. 

As I also told Howe, I wish you would return to the field of pure 
history, and tossing the best sellers and book clubs overboard, write 
something like your New England trilogy again. I refuse to believe 
you are as hard up as you suppose. At any rate, the success of your 
latest book would, I think, put you in an entirely safe position. If I had 
one-fifth the savings you have, and one-third your income, I should 
consider myself a rich man; and 1 have young children, and am helping 
support three families besides my own. . . 

The Cleveland, thank heaven, is doing well. It is in its fourth print¬ 
ing now (all small printings), and twice the blasted publishers have let 
the bookstores run out of copies. We shall probably sell five thousand 
copies in the first year, which is rated good for these depressed times, 
and for a $5 a book. Pringle hardly did as well with his Roosevelt. 
By the way, Pringle told me the other day that after his Roosevelt ap¬ 
peared, he got a letter from the executors of T. R.’s estate, enclosing a 
bill for $10,000! for use of the manuscripts. What is more, George 
Roosevelt (a nephew) threatened court action; and the pubHriiers 
finally agreed to let the executors have all the earnings of the book be¬ 
tween $10,000 and $15,000. Of course, it is not likely to earn $10,000. 
But tl» whole thing strikes me as cme of the damdest outran I ever 

A depression situation all too widespread. 
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heard of. Mrs. Roosevelt disapproved, and Herman Hagedom and 
other friends, but George Roosevelt was adamant; said if he **dissipated 
the assets of the estate’*—and the letters are assets — he would be 
liable to a penitentiary sentence. I be^ to think my good friend Mrs. 
Preston (Mrs. Cleveland that was) an angel. She has certainly been a 
good sport about the book, vdiich treats Grox^r roughly in spots — 
more roughly than Pringle treated Roosevelt; and she is cooperating 
vigorously in my issuance this coming year of a volume of Grover’s 
letters, on an even division of royalties. . . . 

Well, I must stop, though I would gladly write more. I wish I could 
see you and tell you of my troubles, for the financial burden I bear 
we^hs on me heavily, and my hopes. We are all heartily ashamed of 
the attitude Congress takes on the debt question. You may assure 
your English friends that the prevailing feeling in this dty is that if 
England pays another penny, until her debt is rigorously scaled down, 
she is more foolish than we suppose her; and that thinking sentiment 
here will support her in a thoroughly defiant position on the subject. 
We are glad to see Hoover go, and take the pestiferous gang of Smoots, 
Hawleys, Julius Kleins, and others along with him. O’Brien, chairman 
of Hoover’s Tariff Gonunission, told me the Sunday before election (he 
dined with me) that he had lost all faith in Hoover’s intellectual in¬ 
tegrity, and that he believed that his reelection would be the greatest 
calamity that could befall the coimtry. 

From Worthington C. Ford 

Paris, December 18, 1932 

Who ever intimated that your March was anything of a disappoint¬ 
ment? Not 1. On the contrary I thought it met all the requirements 
of such a book and in a way to extort my admiration. For I knew 
under what a pressure it had been written and to have obtaindl its 
purpose with so few omissions was a feat to excite wonder. 1 have given 
six copies to six persons, with the Epic, enjoining them to read them 
together — the March diapters first and then the chapter in the Epic 
that correqxmds in time. It has worked remarkably well in the case 
under my immediate hand and the reader has become enthusiastic on 
American history. That is a pretty good test and would be my class 
method — if I had a class irtKiJiad of a God-forsaken position in a for- 
ei^ land where much of everything is offered, a bit damaged and 
under price. 1 am rereading Taine’l Frmch Revolution and am out 
for a set of Soiel on the same subject 
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From Nichohi Mwtay Butitr 

New Yotk, Deoendaer 22,19991 

The late Mr. Charles Scritaier took up with nte the quortion of vk 
autobiography, and as a matter ol fact I beg^ wodc on one in 1929. 
I chose as my title Acrott the Busy Years, «id hk Older to preempt it 
the Scribnen made formal notice of the fact that such a book was in 
preparation. During the summer of 1929 I made cmudderable head¬ 
way, but have not been able to return to the job since then. Hieie 
are two or three considerations whsdh make it very difficult. One is 
the apparent vanity mr egotism, no matter how much one sup^nesKS 
his own personality, ot describing in detail so many important happoa- 
ings behind the scenes as I am able to describe covering a period of 
at least forty years. Another difficulty is the immense mass of material 
which I have in the way of memcuanda, notes of conversations and im¬ 
portant happenings, and correspondence of the most intimate character 
%vith all sorts and kinds of history-makers. My correspondence with 
Theodore Roosevelt sdone fills six volumes, each nearly the size of 
a “Webster’s Dictionary.*’. . . 

1 quite understand ycHir feeling about the debt situation, for I have 
been laboring at that problem since the Balfour Note was written in 
1922. When the original settlements were made ten years ago it proved 
to be wholly impossible to get into the heads of our American official 
representatives any understanding whatever of the economic and finan¬ 
cial calamity that they were so carelessly and so nonchalantly organiz¬ 
ing. The paralysis of the world’s trade, the forcing of naticm after 
nation off the gold standard, and iba complete disruption of foreign 
exchange relationships were adl pointed to by me then as necessary re¬ 
sults of the policy that was being entered upon. ... 

1 have insisted again and again that the fundamental questicm is not 
whether the debtor nations can afford to pay, but whether the creditor 
naticm can afford to receive. In my judgment it cannot for reasons 
which are clesurly set out in the various speeches which 1 have pleasure 
in sending you. 

A great change is going on in public opinion hen^ mid by April 34 
shall see a revolution similar to that whidi it todt ten years to bring 
about in the matter dae repeal of the 18th Amendmoit Labcnr mga- 
nizations and faxxti organizations are donandsi:^ a le-stody of dns debt 
problem, and the influential papers and weddy periodicals published 
in small towns throughout the cmintry are doing ffie lame. Eventua&y 
all this will reach Wariiington and will have its effect 
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It ii my comidered judgment th«t 'die default by Prance helps the 
attuadon greatly. I should not have wtdied England to ^ault for 
obvious reasons, but France could default with impunity. The reason 
why I think so is that since the official mind at Washington has shown 
itself quite impervious to economic fact or to argument, it could mdy 
be reached by a knock-down bbw. This is {necisely what France has 
adminuttted. 


To M. A. De Wolfe Howe 

London, January 26, 1933 

My accident seven weeks ago was a close call. I was reading late 
at night with a celluloid eye shade of the usual sort on. With my 
mind wholly on what I was reading 1 struck a match to light my pipe 
and in an instant the world appeared to have burst into flames in my 
face. The shade was ablaze, as were also my moustache and hair, and 
1 had sense enough to realize that at whatever cost I must keep my 
eyes shut tight. That left me rather helpless, however, and no one 
heard my call for help. Unluckily, at the moment Kay was in the bath¬ 
room on the floor below, with three doors shut between us, and the 
maids were down in the basement. I tried to mb and beat out my 
burning hair with my bare hands, forgetting the shade. I knew from 
the smell and sensation that my moustache and hair were on fire and 
must be put out Somehow the fire as a whole did not go out and 
in despair of succeeding I clasped my hands in agony over my fore¬ 
head. I had put out my hair, and when the shade burned up to my 
hands, it went out, but mily after burning some of the flesh off the 
right one, and the skin from both. The skin was burned off my entire 
face except my chin, my eyelashes and brows were burned off and the 
lids deeply burned. Both doctors say I have only a miracle to thank 
that both my eyes did not go. I did not know until the lids were forced 
apart next day that they had not Had the accident happened some 
years ago I might well have subsequently lost my eyes from infection 
and would almost certainly have been badly scarred, but thanks to the 
new treatment 1 hope to get off with practically no scarring. For four 
wedcs, two nurses grayed tannic acid on me day and ni^ht 1 am still 
hous«] and diall have to be very careful as to the weather I go out 
in for at least two months yet, owing to the extreme tenderness and 
t^ency to infiammation in all my new skin. 
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From Walter MitchelF 

Phoenix, February 14, 1933 

I have had the pleasure of reading your Epic of America, and while 
I am no judge of such' matters, and you have doubtless been deluged 
with complimentary letters about it, I venture to add mine to that long 
list. It is more thrilling than a novel. 1 got really excited over it, and 
that does not happen often. 

Now comes the inevitable ‘but.’ You speak of the ‘silver heresy.* It 
fell to my lot as a youngster to have to follow the debates in the Senate 
when the silver question was to the fore, and it has always seemed to 
me that the prejudice of people in the East ‘who have’ was so aroused as 
to what the ‘have nots’ might do, that the silver quesdon was not able to 
get a hearing on its merits. This was exemplified by the continued 
nomination of Bryan, who was regarded as a radical on other grounds 
as well. For iixstance, after the 1896 elecdon, I heard Senator Lindsay of 
Kentucky, who was one of the Democradc bolters on the gold platform, 
say to Senator Barry of Arkansas, that if at Chicago a man like Bland, 
whom they all knew and trusted, had been nominated instead of Bryan, 
there would have been no gold bolt. The quesdon of silver coma^ 
has never come up except when the dollar is worth more than it should 
be, and whenever gold has been discovered in sufficient quanddes so 
that the per capita circuladon has risen, the silver quesdon has dropped 
out of sight. In other words, instead of its being a silver matter, the 
whole quesdon at bottom seems to me to be that of a laiger per capita 
circuladon so that the value of the dollar might be more nearly what 
it ought to be in the light of what it can purchase. 

Speaking of Bland, I was surprised that you gave him no credit for 
the whole silver movement. Bryan simply harvested Bland’s crop. In¬ 
deed, had Bland permitted his managers at Chicago to make any deals 
at all, he would have been nominated, I am convinced, on the first 
ballot. 


To Worthington C. Ford 

London, Msurch 1,1933 
Last night we made our first social plunge dnce my accident eleven 
weeks ago. It was at Lady Aster’s and there was a.huge crowd, a 
thorot^h old fashioned “rout,” but of extrauHrdinarily nice people, a far 

* Protestant Episcopal Bishop of Arizona since 1926. He had been bom and 
educated in Senator Uchard P. Bland’s Missouri. ^ 
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better looking crowd than at the Embassy on our previous experience 
of that sort of thing here. Lady Astor gave a dinner first for Mellon/ 
the Prince being there, and the reception after began at half-past ten. 
When we had lunched there each time we had not been above the 
ground floor and I was amazed at the extent of the drawing rooms up¬ 
stairs, all of which were open last night. Lady Astor and Mellon re¬ 
ceived, the Prince remaining in the dining room until about eleven. 
We began to think we were not going to see him at all although a^ed 
there to meet him! The scene was brilliant, the lights, flowers, stars 
and garters, decorations on everybody, and enough diamond coronets 
to pay the June instalment on the debt. 1 won't attempt a list of even 
a few of the titles there — vide the Times — the people more interest¬ 
ing to me being the political lights, Grandi, Baldwin, Macdonald, etc. 
etc. Some I already knew to speak to, as Lord Ghamwood of the 
Lincoln Life, the Marquess of Lothian (formerly Philip Kerr, through 
whom I first met Lady Astor), and a few others. There were also a 
good many of the type of Sir Arthur Salter. 

At eleven Lady Astor captured the Prince from the dining room and 
walked with him thrpugh the drawing rooms, introducing him. Luckily 
we were among those to whom she did so and we had quite a chat 
with him imtil she pulled him on to others. He is very boyish and it ^ 
was amusingly like a mother taking a small child about to meet her 
guests. It was really almost funny! He is very shy and I think had 
been doing himself rather well at diimer. Kay had been worrying about 
her curtsey and had watched some of the other ladies making rather 
deep onts as he come in our direction. When introduced, however, he 
solved any difficulty by immediately holding out his hand to her and 
then to me, and sayii^ **how d’you do" quite abruptly like a shy kid. 
Then he said “Where do you come from?” I said wc were Americans, 
and he said in the same^ shy abrupt way, “What business are you in?” 

I said I was not in any, but wrote books, and that Dave Finley* (Chan¬ 
cellor of our Embassy) told me he had given him one of mine. The 
Epic of America, but I realized he would have no time to read it. 

With that he stuffed his hands deep in his pockets and leaned back 
looking at me and said, “My God, did you write that?” I said yes, 
but had not supposed he had read it He answered “My God, yes I 

* Andrew F. Mellon had just concluded his service as Ambassador to Great 
Britain, 1931-32. 

' David E. Finley, couiuwlor in the London Embr^ 1932-33, surd later di¬ 
rector of the Natio^ Gallery in Wadiingtim and chairman of the Unitod States 
Fine Arts Commission. 



Jtmes Tnuiow Adams 


234 


did — eveiy word of it. It is a marvelous hook. It helped me a bt 
to understand America. You know I haven’t been diere now for ten 
years.” He chatted a moment or two more about the book, ahowii^ 
he had read it, and then asked Kay if we were living here and how 
we liked it. She said she liked it so much that she would never gp 
home if it were not for the income tax here. He laughed and said 
'*My God, it is stiff, isn’t it?” Finally Lady Astor took him by the arm 
and with a **Good Night” precisely like a small boy he was led i:q> to 
someone else. In spite of his My Gods and perhaps an extra drink or 
two and his bashfulness, there was something very winning about him, 
and I can understand his popularity. 

From Will D. Howe 

New York, March 9, 1933 

I think you would be astounded at the changes which have taken 
place since you left America. Of course, no one could sum up these 
changes in a few words, but I am going to try to give you one or two 
impressions, which I have received not only in New York, but in other 
places during the last two or three months, especially in the Middlewest 
and in Washington. It todk us a long while to realize that we could 
not get back to 1929 and the rosy conditions of that era. I really be¬ 
lieve that a large majority of the people in this country now realize 
that it will be impossible ever in our lifetime to return to these condi¬ 
tions. In other words, everybody realizes now that everybody mmt pay 
a price for what has been. Indeed, it is impossible to think of one’s 
possessions in the old terms. The whole matter has to go through a 
readjustment. . . . 

This last week has stunned the country. Of coiuse, we read in die 
paper that there is a note of optimism and eiqireBsions of admiration 
as to leadership, but, if one can form an impression of things by going 
about and talking with various people, one certainly gets the impres¬ 
sion that our country has simply been stunned. ... Of course, every¬ 
one at this moment is awaiting almost breathlessly the next few hours 
in Congress. 


From Worthington C, Ford 

Paris, March 21, 1933 

Yesterday I got from Morgan your gifd and can only repeat my 
high s^reciadon of die ttedication and my admiration and affectkai 


' His volume Homy Adams, dedKated to Wmihingtoa C. Ford. 
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— admiration for your great accomplishment and affection for your 
personal qualities. I sat up the night reading the Ufe and regard it 
as one of the best things you have done. You faced the Education — 
a competition apparently hopeless — and you have given the needed 
gloss to make that story understandable to the reader, whether ordinary 
or not. You have deftly touched its weaknesses without destroying the 
interest of the original, and you make Adams human — as he was — 
something other than his own depreciation of self that was in reality 
an appreciation remarkable for its detachment and justice. So, it is 
one more feather in your cap — or if you prefer, laurel crowm. 

From Worthington C, Ford 

Paris, March 22, 1933 

You will find an interesting situation in America, worthy your study 
and pen. The President has done well, but I question his ability to raise 
prices and fear he may stumble there. At present his energy is inspiring 
confidence and that is some gain. But the succession of revelations on 
banking methods may yet give more sliakes and panics. He has two 
favorable years in which to make his mark — as Wilson did — and he 
has made a good beginning. On the other hand what is Oermany aim¬ 
ing for? Her political drift towards monarchy is capable of explanation, 
but the agents and their actions are nearer Russia than Italy. To 
suppress Communism is one thing, but to suppress art is another, and 
the ostracism of scientists, scholars and musicians is a revival of a past 
which is of the darkest. I begin to wonder if 1 shall get to Bayreuth 
in July and if my nose, out of sympathy, is not taking on a Jewish shape. 

To M. A. De Wolfe Howe 

Washington, May 7, 1933 

We landed in New York after an excellent passage, and spent ten 
most hectic days there, including three in which I had to take to my 
bed. The change in tonpo not only between London and my birth¬ 
place but between a sick room of nearly four months and die whirl of 
engagements and publicity was too much, and I fell ea^ prey to a bug. 
Then we came here, where I have seen many interesting people and 
had the innumerable talks of the sort you know well in the Cosmos and 
elsewhere. 

One of the outstanding ones was a whole evening with HuU^ the Sec- 
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retaiy of State. The night before MacDonald arrived he telephoned 
me about right and asked Kay and myself if we could come at otice, 
and we spent the evening with him and Mrs. Hull until 10:30. 1 like 
him very much, very simple, modest, unaaniming, thoroug^y upright, 
and in his own field very able. Fortunately that liekl, of economics, 
tariffs, amd so on, is of more importance than the older problems of 
political diplomacy in the State Department at present. Without re¬ 
peating the conversadon I may say that I judged quite distinctly, even 
more from the questions he asked than from any direct statement, that 
the administration does not intend to use its vast powers of inflation if 
it is possible to avoid it. 

I think they hope that the business improvement, now well under 
way, whether permanently or not, will continue sufficiently as to di¬ 
minish very materially the demand for inflation, which alwa^^ evapo¬ 
rates quickly when prices rise. It is a situation which has its dangers, 
but'in my opinion there was nothing for Roosevelt to do but to pluck 
the nettle bravely and trust to his star and ours. He could not play' 
the part of a Cleveland. The situation was more complex and danger¬ 
ous. The present Congress contains many , men of the stone age, and 
the more seasoned Congresanen realize it well. Roosevelt with admir¬ 
able courage has skimmed all the scum off the boilii^ pot on the Hill 
and if all goes well the brew for the next meal may be clearer and 
less poisonous. So far he has surpass my highest hopes, and has also 
made a profound impression on Europe. 

What I gathered from Hull is confirmed by vdiat I get elsewhere. 
One of the leading newspaper special correspondents at dinner the 
other night said that Roosevelt in his more intimate talks, with them 
has several times emphasized the fact that his powers are permisrive 
and not mandatory, giving the impression that he intends to inflate as 
little as may be if at all. I also dined with Gordon Auchincloss,' GoL 
House’s son-in-law, and he said the old man had said the night before 
that he thought he was himself something of a politician but that he 
was a child in the game compared with Roosevelt. 

My own opinion is that business has really got off to a prcaniang 
start. As Dun-Bradstreet point out, the improvement is no longer spotty 
but countiy-wide and on a broad fnmt — rril earnings car loadings, 
commodity prices, steel production, motor cars, wholesale and retail 
trade — and has now shown steady gains for several weeks well above 
seasonal — as well as that excellent index, electric power consiBxqition. 
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To Lawrence Gipson 

New York, June 3,1933 
1 apjxreciate voy greatly die si^igestion as to the diimer, and Mrs. 
Adams mid I would be glad to accept tl:» invitation. There Is only one 
point which embarrasses me somewhat, and tluit is the request that I 
give a talk at the dinner. To a professor used to facii^ a class, even 
if not larger pudiences, I suppose it seems absurd, but in fact getting 
up and speaking before an assembly is such a nervous strain for me, 
and I do it so badly, that I no longer attonpt it, other than a few 
words of thanks or something of that sort. 'When 1 was offered the 
degree at Lehigh 1 was ako asked to make the address, and declined 
on the above grounds, and am not taking a doctorate at one of the 
most important western universities because they coupled it of necessity 
with the chief address of the day. I am at present utterly tired out 
with my three months hard work here at home following my four 
mcmths’ confinement to my room in London as a result of the bad 
accident to my face in December, and I not only have not the time 
in the next few days to prepare a **talk” but would dread the added 
strain of having to give one. 

To Wortfungton C. Ford 

London, August 21,1933 
I have been meaning to write, but the days are goix^ by in a succes> 
sion of from three to six books each on the Civil War, running through 
them and making my notes on slips. The present and its problems have 
recced and 1 am almost Uving in 1860^, so absorbed is my mind in 
that period and its men. I am still tired but am better than when I 
landed from America and — knock wood — am sleeping better than 
for a year past, though none too deeply now. I have at least got away 
from the mild soporific I had to take for nearly a year and get a moder¬ 
ate and natural deep on Bass Ale. . 

Many thanks for die two misprints, which I have sent on to Scribners 
this momh^. You spoke, 1 think, in a letter last winter, of my being 
weak in my treatment of the Civil War.. Probably 1 was, and 1 w^d 
like to re-wxite certain panages in the light of all this reading I am do- 
ii^ but, without troubling you with a long critique, I would be glad 
to kimw if tome one point or more iMruck you, as I am now to write 
ol it idl nt gnmter Imgth. May I ask you also what you tlunk of the 
oondudons reached by Owdey as to the ineSectivenen cl the blockade 
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and the unimportsuice of wheat? I have gone again carefully over his 
bodk King Cotton Diplomacy and think*that, like most people who 
take new viewpoints, he rather overdoes his thesis, though it contains 
much truth. Do not bodier to write at length on these topics, and 
not at all if there is a chance of our meeting at Emil’s.... I agree with 
you in your scepticism as to Roosevelt, and am at sea as to what is in 
store for all of us. 


ToM,A. De Wolfe Howe 

Florence, September 23, 1933 

We have just had four heavenly days motoring through Tuscany and 
Umbria — Arezzo, Assisi, Pen^ia, Orvieto, Pisa, Volterra, San Giming- 
nano — the countryside at its best, the tiees loaded with olives and the 
vines heavy with grapes. We may make another excursion to Ravenna, 
Rimini and San Marino, but in any case take the Rome Express to 
Paris Saturday, and go back to London a few days later to begin the 
Civil War! . . . 

From this distance affairs in my native land seem to me extremely 
hazardous. I hope all will go well but I have no confidence in any one 
man, or group of men, being able to guide the complex economy of 
an industrial nation of 120,000,000 and tryii^ to put economic laws 
**in reverse.” This is not a slap at Roosevelt for whom I would have 
voted had I had a vote. He had to try the experiment, perhaps, as 
our new democracy is not of the sort to tighten belts or starve for five 
years. Nevertheless, I doubt very much if the experiment will work. 
If it cannot, or any similar one, and if the inevitable cycles are no 
longer to be “borne,” then I see nothing but social disoiganization. Per¬ 
haps we have stood the evils of capitalism as long as may be and are 
to fly to other systems which will have equal or greater evils. The 
eternal cycle of change. 

In England things are really better, and more money is being spent 
than in some years. I feel that recovery in general can be glimpsed in 
many parts of the world. 1 am afraid we have set back our own re¬ 
covery by loss of confidence, but may be wrong. I do not like Johnson’s 
talk on the bally-hoo and prosperity processions. What use is it to ask 
me in the name of patriotism, to spend money on thinp 1 do not need 
when magazines cut their pay 25%, when as against my total expenses 
this year of $12,000.1 am paying $13,000 in taxes with every prospect 
of increase, when the rise in inheritance taxes means that 1 must save 
nearly a year’s income to leave my wife as well off as die would have 
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been if I had died last year, when the threat is held over iny head of 
a 50% reduction in purchasing power by a 50>cent dollar, when no one 
knows what will happen to bonds by inflation, when Public Service 
companies are being attacked in all directions, etc.? Perhaps all this is 
necessary but it does not build up capital or create confidence, the two 
things always hitherto essential to recovery from a deep depression. 

To Governor Wilbur Cross 

London, October 9, 1933 

I am struck every time that I go to Italy vrith the extraordinary im¬ 
provement in the life of the poorer people. I certainly have no use for 
dictatorships but Mussolini is the one genius among dictators whom the 
post-war period has thrown up. This time, for example, we motored 
among a great many of the hill towns in the Appennines and lower 
mountains. Fifteen years ago in the small villages and even larger 
towns the children would have been almost little savages, m rags widi 
matted hair and vermin in their heads and with little or no morals 
whatever, begging for coppers and ready to render any sort of service, 
moral or immoral. Now they are well dressed, as neat as can be, going 
to school, walking along like self-respecting little citizens of a great 
nation. The change is really simply marvelous and both my wife and 
I rather dreaded coming back to London with its miserably dirty poor 
children, of whom we see a good many as them is a slum not far be¬ 
hind us from which the children come to the playground in the comer 
of the Gardens. 

Conditions a few years ago going from England to Italy were all 
against Italy; now it is the other way. Six or seven years ago the 
sw^ger of the Black Shirts was extremely annoying; then even on 
the de luxe trains they would throw open the door of the railway car¬ 
riage and look you over in an insolent way even if no ranarljb were 
made. That has passed now and the Black Shirts at railway stations 
are simply dignified and courteous. . . . 

On the odier hand of course there is still no freedom of speech or 
the press and I don*t see how a great nation can continue without 
freed<»m of thought and expression. C^e has tiie feeling that Mussolini 
has cut the tree of natimial life off at the top £md the little suckers 
are now growing up from the roots luxuriantly, but that does not mean 
that the tree itself will continue to thrive. . . . The area of freedom in 
Europe is narrowing. Sir John Simon was speaking of it in private con¬ 
versation die other night. Torture is used in Italy, Germany and R\iwa 
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and in that respect we seem to be going back to the Middle Ages, The 
Scandinavian Countries, Belgium, Switzerland, France and Finland 
now form all that is left of a genuinely free Europe. One-feels a little 
as they must have felt in the days of the old Roman Empire when the 
Barbarian circle grew smaller round the threatened Empire. 

To Governor Wilbur L. Cross^ 

London, December 11, 1933 
The critical point here in Europe now is the German-Austrian situa¬ 
tion. I have discussed this lately with [Lewis] Einstein who was for ten 
years our Minister for Czecho-Slovakia and who imderstands the Bal¬ 
kan situation fairly well; with Callender, who is the Rq>resentative of 
the New York Times; and with others. The point is whether the Hitler 
Government will try not only to swallow Austria but also to build up, 
either as a consolidated or federated State, a new Mittel-Europa. This 
is considered the real political problem over here. Confidentially, 1 
know the British Cabinet is considering it. It has ];>een su^ested that 
one of the king’s sons should go later on for the Winter Sports to the 
Tyrol and while there spend a night or two in Vienna — perhaps the 
Duke of Gloucester may go as a gesture to show Hider that England is 
interested in Austria. 1 am afraid, however, that nothing will develop 
amd that England will watch ev^ts until possibly it is too late as she 
did in 1914. At any rate, this is the storm centre of Europe, and it is 
possible that an article on the future of Middle Europe might be a 
good idea. 

To Allan Nevins 

London, December 26,1933 
I find it the way of this world that the person who can take care of 
his ov^affairs usually has to take care of others. I fed sorry for all 
those who went into dd>t, for example, in the late and uniamented 
boom, but as I did not, but kept my head and saved my money while 
my farming nei^bors were mortgaging their farms to buy Hudson 
super sixes etc., and in two cases actually had the nerve to say 1, as 
a ”city man,” oug^t to drive something better than a Chevrolet, 1 do 
not quite see the justice of cutting my savings to a fifty cent dollar to 
help them pay their debts. I realize die disastrous drop in Lum {nkes 
and that they are out of line widi some others, but have less sympadiy 

* Gross, still editor of the Fdr Remew, was «dl Itainched in his three tenns 
as Governor of Connecticut, 1931-37. . « 
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than I might have with many individi^l fanners who were speculating 
as hugely in lands and goods as were the Wall Street bulls in stocks. 
Between 1915 and 1929 most fanners had plenty of chance to lessen 
their mortgages and clear their homes^ but not they. My next docn* 
ne^ibor put in parquet floors> a fine bathroom, sold his horse and 
bought a car, gave up his rowboat for fishing and bought a power boat, 
gave up his cow, pig and chickens, and so on. I, next door, denied 
myself and saved some money when I did not have much; and now 
the New Deal calls on me to pay his debts. This is exa^erated, but 
it has'too much truth-to be pleasant. I have been fortunate in having 
a best seller, but, not to speaJc of others, I have had to put up $1000 
this year for one relation whom I considered far richer than I would 
ever be, and pay the funeral expenses of another. However, my lad, 
that is the way of the world, and I suppose it is good for us, though 1 
do think you have a bit more than your share at present. At one time, 
my father, who was never rich, after his father lost his money in 1873, 
was carrying in good part thirteen relations besides his own family. If 
he had not always done such things, 1 suppose I would have easily 
$100,000 more, but I would not have had him different On the tomb¬ 
stone of my 8th great grand-father is carved “Here lies an honest man,” 
and as the generations go along such inheritances count more than 
money. . . . 

As for book reviews. ... I cannot see that they make the slightest 
difference, and I have ceased to have any intellectual respect for them. 
I say that without any sour grapes becauK in my short literary career 
of a dozen years I think I have had an extremely good press, both in 
American and foreign countries. But as to effect — the Epic had a less 
good press in America than almost any other book I have written, be¬ 
ing sneered at in the Notion, Sun, and elsewhere, yet sold 140,000 
copies^ and m'ade my reputation here in Europe, where it has been 
published ami translated in four countries. The Henry Adams had a 
far better press at home, and an excellent one here in the English edt- 
ri<m, diough partly ^xnled by Boni*s padding it so, and has scarcely 
sold a cc^y. The public likes a book or it doesn’t, the word goes round, 
and I can’t see that the pandit reviewers count at all. . . . 

, I am delisted, and encouraged, tluit your Cleveland is in its 7th 
printix^. It is a big amd fairly expensive book, and that it should have 
acdd so in th«Ki tinua speaks well for the public. 1 am looldng forward 
to the and hope diey do as welli ... 

* Grower Cleveland: A Study in Courage, appeared in 1932SkiJ'k« Letters of 
Grover Cleveland followed in 1933. 
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I note that Harry Hansen,* quoting the Socialist Review the other 
day, said that 1 had “rcdiabilitated my fortune but lost my reputation 
in the last five years.” As a statement not of opinion but of fact that 
comes fairly near being actionable for your old paper. To say I had 
to “rehabilitate” my fortune means that I had lost money, which I 
never did, though 1 never had any “fortune” in the American sense. 
“Reputation” offers difficulties, but leaving sales aside, as of course no 
indication whatever of reputation, it is within the past five years that 
I have been made a member of the American Academy, of the Royal 
Society, that my books have been widely noticed in Europe, higltiy 
spoken of by such papers as the London Times and Manchester Guard¬ 
ian, etc., and have brought me into contact with men of high standing 
who paid no attention to my earlier work. There is, however, an oc¬ 
casional note that makes me pause, sounded by people who think 1 
ought to go back to research of some limited period. I have been hav¬ 
ing a long and interesting correspondence with Newton Baker, who 
clearly feels so. I am myself getting fed up with the idea that scholar¬ 
ship means only research and more research, and that wisdom, if one 
can acquire it, and the power to generalize and interpret, are some¬ 
how not “scholarly.” Here in Europe the Epic is considered my best 
book because it is philosophical and interpretive and not mere fact¬ 
finding. . . . 

P.S. I have read half of the Cleveland Letters and wish every Amer¬ 
ican voter could read it. Without such intention on the part of the 
writer it is a terrible indictment of our modem democracy and the aver¬ 
age man who runs and reads — the newspapers. Without any charm 
of style they give, taken together, a marvellously striking picture of what 
happens to an honest man when he tries to serve his coimtry in public 
life. As a “case” the book is superb in showing the relations of the 
modem public to its public servants. You have done a most useful job 
in giving it to the public, and I hope it will be read and taken to heart. 
He indeed must be a brave man who, with any sensitiveness for himself 
or his family, would undertake a career of high elective office after 
reading it 


Americans Tragedy: Return to Connecticut 

Adams’s first letter to M. A. De Wolfe Howe in 1934 referred to 
the troubles that forced him out of bis Palace Court apartment and 

* Hany Hani^ litenuy editor of the Chicago Doify Routs, 1920-26, was on 
the staff of the New York World-TeUgram, 1931-48. 
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into a Holland Park residence in Lcmdon. llie transfer cost him time 
and mental turmoil, but at any rate he was still in his beloved London. 
He spoke also of the fact that some friends thought the new manuscript 
he had just completed, Americans Tragedy, one of the best he had 
vrritten. It was indeed a book of sweep and perception, and duly ap¬ 
pearing that autumn, received good reviews, though later it disap¬ 
pointed him by its restricted sales. After The Epic, anything would 
have been disappointing, and the American public was as yet not 
greatly interested in the theme of sectional conflict. The Civil War 
boom would come later. It was under a feeling of some financial pres¬ 
sure that Adams, buying the Sheffield house at Southport in Connecti¬ 
cut, and facing the confusions of moving his household back to Amer¬ 
ica, carried on the tasks required by his new contract with Scribner’s. 

His disenchantment with the New Deal grew steadily from 1934 to 
1936. It was not the massive governmental interventions on behalf of 
the fanners, laborers, and underprivileged generally that he condenmed 
— he approved them; it^as the heavy expenditures, drastic taxation, 
and unbalanced budgets accompanying the Social Security program, 
with ah appearance of financial carelessness, that disturbed him. Some 
aspects of the reforms in banking and public utilities control also 
alarmed him. Aldiough the increase in industrial production and na- ^ 
tional income in these years was remarkable, Roosevelt himself was 
anxious over the mounting national debt, and showed this anxiety in 
vetoing the veterans’ bonus bill and cutting back W.P.A. expenditures. 
Adams beared that in climbing out of the slough of depression the gov¬ 
ernment was stumbling into new disasters. At the same time, he warmly 
approved of practically all the foreign policy measures of the President 
and Cordell Hull. 


To M. A, De Wolfe Howe 

London, February 14,1934 
The move, the law suit, the gettix^ settled in and all took up a whole 
month, and put me so far behind with my book that I lutve had to 
work very steadily and hard since then until I sent it to Scribner’s on 
January 3ist as prcanised. I then immediately had to turn to writing 
a history of the last year in America, as die first sup]dementary chapter 
for die subscription edition tiie March, and next do a long-delayed 
axtkde for the Times. Meanwhile I have dictated an average of fifty 
letters a wedc, but the letters to my finends have mostly remained un- 
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written. The few readers the book has yet had in manuscript appear 
to like it. Allen Boyd says it is the best I have done, and my wife and 
sister say it is fully up to the Epic if not better, but of course I have 
no idea how it may strike others or die public. 

Speaking of the March, Schlesingeri is here in London lecturing, and 
in sending regrets to a tea for him the other day I at last told him I 
thought he had been quite unfair in his review of the March in inter¬ 
national or Americsui affairs. On the whole, I agree with you as to 
Roosevelt, though I feel rather that we are walking a tight-rope across 
Niagara. With you, I prefer the professors to die bankers but would, 
prefer a rather more "right-wing” lot. A right-wing professor is likely 
to be far off from a left-wing banker! 1 am betting personally, on our 
coming out of this all right eventually, but the bill in taxes is going to 
be colossally, and I think unnecessarily, big. 

From Worthington C. Ford 

Paris, May 17,1934 

For your amusement 1 enclose a letter from my successor in the 
M.H.S.* He had sent to me a copy of the New England Quarterly 
(Morison’s magazine) in which is a notice- of your Henry Adams vol- 
' ume, signed B de V. Who B de V. was, I had not the least idea; 
but happening to pick up the newly issued volume of American His¬ 
torical Writings I noted Bernard De Voto and wrote Mitchell a re¬ 
monstrance against admitting such a note in the magazine and said it 
was "nasty.” I had in view letting Morison know that his magazine 
ought not to allow personal prejudices to control, as he himself is sub¬ 
ject to prejudice which he does not conceal. J have given Mitchell per¬ 
mission to print what he wishes of my letter. If it results only in "pistoh 
and coffee,” I can handle it. If it results in a libel suit, you will be 
held responsible. I am sending to you the Quarterly, whidi need not 
be returned. If you are curious about De Voto look in Who*s Who. His 
excuse is rank, for he is nothing but a potboiler.’ 

* Arthur M. Schleiinger of Harvard Univenity. 

* Hit luccessor in directing the Maiaadiutetts Historical Society was Stewart 
Mitdiell, best remembered for hit biograpdty Horath Seymour of New York. 
The Morison here named is of course Samuel Eliot Morison. 

' Bernard De Voto, whose books induded Year of Dedsion, Across the Wide 
Missouri, Course of Empire, and Mark Twain*s America, was an auUior of dis* 
tinctiott. He had a vdln of pu|paadty ami malice dust justified Mbs Amy Lowe- 
man*t remsurk, “He is hit own worst enemy.” 
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To Miss AfcAfte 

London, July 1,1934 

Through the New York Timss European representative late last 
evening I got throij^h to Berlin by phone4uid got tiie last news. The 
pa^)era this morning do not carry <nie particular bit, which was that 
Hitier stated that Von Hindenbui^ was very ill and a specialist had 
been sent to him.^ Perhaps ‘*shot while resbtii^ arrest’* will be changed 
to "died from a pill"! Francis Hirst is writing a little book on liberty 
and he said a day or so ago to me *Vho would ever have dreamed thirty 
yesurs ago that in writing on liberty in Europe I would have to have a 
chapter on the re-introduction of torture!?"... 

It is true in the last war men did submit to the draft On the other 
hand, ever since the Civil War the pennon grabs have indicated what 
I said, viz. that when men do go to war, or after, they consider them¬ 
selves as entitled to be a separate class in the community thereafter, to 
be pampered and paid for the rest of their lives. So the Civil War 
soldiers, the Spanitii War and the Great War. They did suhcnit to the 
draft as you say, but the hully-balloo of public sentiment, the impossi¬ 
bility of resisting the government in most cases, etc., perhaps had as 
much to do [with] it as a stem sense of duty. 

Also we do pay our taxes, some of us. It is that or perjury and per- 
hs^ jail. But it is not altogether from a sense of duty to the nation. 
Up to a point we realize from town meeting days that someone must 
pay. If a village wants to build a school it does not go to New York 
and hold up a bank with a pistol. It has to tax its citizens. On the 
other hand, a consider^k part of my taxes I do not pay from a sense 
of duty. I pay because thc^ is nothing else to do. We all use every 
loophok l^lly to escape. Even the Governor suggested a Connecticut 
loophole to me! I paid la!(t year in Federal Income tax about $8000. 
Mr. Morgan and many others paid none. 

To Miss McAfee 

Lcmdon, August 10,1934 

Affairs at home appear to me to be more and more discouraging. I 
agree with much df what you say as to utilities but I think a very dis¬ 
tinct diffezenoe ou^t to be acknowkdged between operating com- 

* President Paul Von Hindcnburg had appt^ted Hitler GhancdUor in Jsuti- 
uaiy, 1933, aqid Hitkr had saked dictatcn^ powers by special enactment oi 
ke Reichstag. IBndenb^ remained a figurehead in tlte presidency until hti 
.deatiiinl934. 
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panics and holding companies. Many’of the latter have been otitra< 
geous in capitalization and management But this applies much less to 
operating companies, or even holding companies where the holdings 
have merely united companies operating in a single limited district, 
like the Consolidated Gas. . . . On Long Island, when I lived thore 
my family budget for all expenses was about $8000 a year. 'Of that 
my electric light bill accounted for from $1.50 a month in summer to 
about $4.50 in winter, yet people talk as thoi^h the Long Island Light* 
ing Company were an octopus sucking the blood of the people! As to 
government-owned plants working as a yardstick I think that all bunk. 
We have had Commissions for years working on fair rates. If they 
cannot determine them have a Federal Commission for the purpose. 

I am also getting fed up with experiments with the currency. A 
‘^dollar” ought also to be a yardstick, but how can any business man or 
investor go ahead and plan for the future if he does not know what a 
dollar is going to be in another year or even month? How could any- 
. one agree to deliver so many “yards” of goods- or “tons” of coal if he 
did not know what Roosevelt would rule would make a yard or a ton 
when the contract matured? A gold dollar was bad enough as a mea¬ 
sure of value, but at least you then had two things to balance against 
each other — a dollar of certain gold content and the supply of prod¬ 
ucts to be bought and sold in terms of it. Now you have the increased 
uncertainty of not knowing whether one man may declare the dollar 
to be this to-day and that tomorrow. 

Take also the railroads. Roosevelt had pointed out their importance 
and vre have been taxed hundreds of millions to help keep them going. 
They began to do better. Suddenly they axi taxed some three himdred 
million a year for pensions. Why the rails any more than the chewing 
gum industry or any other? Why not suddenly say that chemical indus¬ 
try must pension all its employes and their widows as an experiment 
regardless of what happens to their stockholders? 

If I am no longer a Roosevelt man I am not a 'Tory,” whatever he 
may choose to say when he calls names instead of arguing, I realise 
the need for inunense social chsuiges and am willing to bear my share 
of the burden, but 1 am no longer willing, as an investm* and citizen to 
stand for puttii^ money into industry when any one branch may be 
ruined without notice by the fiat of one man. There has been raormous 
diriionesty among business leaders and politicians, but die only '^cul- 
prit” the government seems to be able to }nmish is die honest stock¬ 
holder and investor. So fsur I personally h|tve not suffered. 
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To Robert Underwood Johnson*^ 

London, August 24, 1934 

I had not realized that the Acadethy did not admit actors as actors. 
It is rather an interesting point, about which I am not prepared to 
argue, whether acting is, per se, an art. 1 can see that a line has to be 
drawn somewhere, and that the finest dancer in the world would not 
be eligible for the Academy. On .the other hand I have always diought 
of acting as exemplified in, say, a Modjeska or a Bernhardt, as art of a 
high order. As actress a Bernhardt would not be eligible in an Acad¬ 
emy of Letters but I should vote for her, I think, in an Academy of 
Arts Sc Letters. From the standpoint of art it seems to me that she was 
far more important than many of the now forgotten authors who at 
one time and another have been elected among the French “immor¬ 
tals’*. . . . The medium, of course, is a transient one but such an artist 
leaves his or her impress upon the living tradition of the high art of 
dramatic presentation, and after all a drama is written to be acted and 
not merely read. In creating a great stage character the actor does 
create and not merely interpret, as a performer may interpret a musical 
composition. I do not recall who wrote the stage version of Rip Van 
Winkle but for forty years I have carried the impression of old Joe 
Jefferson in the part. Jefferson, not the author, created Rip for the 
American people. 

In these days when the actor is struggling to maintain the tradition 
of the legitimate stage as against the movies, often at great sacrifice and 
for the love of art, might it not possibly be a wise move and a beneficial 
one for the Acad^y to accord him status as artist rathet than enter¬ 
tainer. Without the actor we cannot continue to have the great drama 
as we have known it from Greek days down. The dramatist would 
have to turn scenario writer, or a mere closet dramatist, writing only to 
be read. I think there is always loss of life when the dramatist loses 
contact with the stage and writes without thought of it. . . . 

I have read witii interest the list of candidates. Lippmann of course 
I want to see in. Woodbridge is good. The two artists 1 do not feel 
competent to pass on but shall probably vote for. I know Rollo Ogden’ 

* poet; associate editor of the Century Magazine under Richard Watson 
Gilder, 1881-1909, and the editor until 1913; co-editor with C. C. Buel of the 
four-volume Bottles ond Leaders of the CioU War (1887); and secretary of the 
American Academy of Arts and Letters, 1904-17. 

’Rdlo Osd|m (1856-1937) was succeisivefy editor of the New York Evening 
Post, where-lw nicc^led £. L. Godkin and Horace White, and (beginning in 
t922)<.the New Yoik Times. His work was almost entirely journalistic, although 
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and rather question hb name. Hie best you yourself say is thftt **he is 
a man of high character and Hter^ traditi<»is.** That is true but those 
are scarcely sufficient qualifications merely m duunselves for election to 
the Academy. The chief objection to the Titnesj and it is an important 
one for the paper and in connection with Ogden, is that its editorial 
page is extremely weak. It has the best news of any paper in the world, 
but no one ever looks to the Times for guidance in a crisis. I am fairly 
intimately connected with the Timer, and 1 think my critidsm is gen> 
erally concurred in. It does not dare ^‘take a line.” One has only to 
think of Dana and Greeley and others. One turns to the Hartford 
Courant, Lippmann in the Herald, or the Baltimore Sun rather than to 
the Times for interpretation and comment. Ogd^’s literary work out¬ 
side of his journalism is sound but small in volume and not so out¬ 
standing as to make him an Academician. This is the way I feel on 
first reading your letter and I write quite frankly. Moreover, I think 
we already have one of the Times editors^ Finley, as an Academy 
member and it might look badly to take two members out of fifty from 
the staff of a psqier which is notoriously rather weak in its editorial 
writing. 

To Allan Nevins 

London, August 31, 1934 

What you say about my new book was most oicouraging. * I have no 
hopes of more than a moderate sale and more or 1^ bludgeoning by 
the academics, who, like Schlesinger, will accuse me of potboiling. 
I appreciate what you say as to research and one of these days may go 
in for some such subject again and su^ a treatment Living ovi^ here 
it has been impossible, for I simply have not had the strength to carry 
on research on a grand scale on my American visits while doing ail the 
other things, socially and in business, which such visits have en- 
tauled.... The kind of writing I shall undertake after we live in South- 
port will depend on several things, the ease of gettii^ away from hmne, 
the resources of the Yale Library, my own d^ree of energy, etc. As to 
Columbia, I know nothing of teaching whatever. I question whether 
I have the accurate, extensive and detailed knowledge requisite. 1 am 
unfitted in every way for ordinary teaching or lecturing. Such a sm- 
inar plan as you suggest sounds less fonnidable, but I doubt if it would 


be published a brief critical Ixo^iqdiy of William Hkkling FrMcott, and a 
longer life of Godkin that has gimexiilly been regarded m bi^y <»ga»hed jmd 
inadequate. 




249 


Selected Correspondence 


pay me. It would take much time and enei^ from writing, the more 
as the work would be new to me. It would mean living in New . York 
Of a constant running back and forth from Southport. ... 

All you had to say was of great interest and I am forward to 

a good talk with you. I see Dennett^ goes to Williams. I have not read 
his Hay but glanced at it in the Century Club, and am glad it has been 
a success. Yopr series must be doing well, and your Cleveland was 
certainly a fine book. 1 am obliged to you for saying all you could of 
the little Henry Adams. 1 think I explained to you why Mrs. Adams 
has yet to remain behind the scene. The real influence on Henry was 
not merely the suicide, and to base his psychology even in part on that 
woiild be more misleading than to say nothing. It is impossible to say 
all in print at present, so I have taken the knocks on that score in 
silence at present. 

To Miss McAfee 

* 

London, September 6, 1934 
I have just got off an article, called for in a hurry by the New York 
Times, in which I come out for the first time in a distinctly critical view 
of F.D.R.*s policies. I suppose it will api>ear in the next few weeks. I 
am immensely disappointed by the muddle in which the party seems ^ 
to me to be getting us, genuinely disappointed as an independent who 
wanted to tie up to the Democratic party and believed two years ago 
that it had a ma^nifii^t opportunity. For the first four months or so 
I thought Roosevelt would use it as it ought to be used, but I feel now 
he is leading us into quagmires and quicksands instead of on to firm 
ground. 1 would have liked a very progressive program, would have 
stood for one even which might have gone much farther than I would, 
thoi^h I am willing to go far, but all I can see now is a jumble and 
mess in vriiidi we are not so much building a new house to live In as a 
natkm as watriiing away the foundations <m which any house can be 
built in which Americans want to live. 

To Miss McAfee 

London, September 15, 1934 
News frmn America, both in public print and private letters, is very 
disquieting. Personally, pezhaps bez^uae I am sdll very tired in spite of 

*lVler Dennett, had been choapn pieudent of Wtltiami College, had 
vnitten an adimiable taografdiy, John Hay: From Poetry to PolUics, (1933), in 
dw American Politicai Leaden Series which 1 estid^shed and edited. 
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the Chaplaincy rest, 1 feel more uneasy and discouraged than at any 
previous period in the depression. It b particularly disheartening to 
read of our going from bad to worse while at the same time reading 
improvement in numy parts of the world. Conditions in England have 
been steadily improvii^ for considerably more than a year now, though 
there has been a slight set-back in the past month or two. Canada is 
in better shape, and Australia surprisingly improved. Even South 
America is on the up-grade as we continue downward. . . . The gov¬ 
ernment ... is destroying the confidence 1 might otherwise feel. In 
fact, I no longer have any at all, and am now passively waiting to have 
my financial throat cut. 

I have been pretty consistently right as to economic conditions for 
the past eight years; I did not go into debt or speculate in the boom; 
I have worked hard and saved a considerable amount of money even 
in the five depression years; but it has all been taken away by the deval¬ 
uation of the dollar, taxation, etc., which have been due to the foolish¬ 
ness and mismanagement and dishonesty of others. I am getting tired 
of the policy of robbing Peter to pay Paul when in many cases Peter 
has been a conservative, saving, hardworking person and Paul has been 
a fool, borrowing money to speculate with in stocks, land, crops, etc., 
or to buy cars, radios and everything he has wanted. At Bridgehampton 
there was not a farmer in the whole community who did not have from 
one to two or three cars all far more expensive than my Chevrolet, and 
who was not riding high, wide, and handsome. Now I am taxed to help 
them carry the “crushing biurdcn” of debt. Of course I do not mean 
that this is the whole story for the whole country but there b a lot of 
truth in it which does apply to the whole country. . . . 

Our great prosperity during and after the war would have permitted 
the clearing off of a tremendous amount of private and public .debt 
and the putting of almost every one in a position to stand not a rainy 
day but many rainy months. Instead of that most people went in for 
whoopee, and now those who did not but kept their heads are paying 
the bills for those who did. I am wondering what road we Americans 
are going to have to travel before we get through. For the first time 
I am beginning to get worried about the stability of our most funda¬ 
mental institutions. The way we are going now events, not intmtions, 
may push the administration where diey may have had no intention of 
ever going. That b the way, more often dian^not, that the biggest 
changes come. . . . 

In 1791 vdien the United States hiid tibe opportunity of buyii^ 
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French assignats at a low figure and so paying off its debt to France', 
Jefferson assured the French Minister that '*the Government of the 
United States have no idea of paying their debt in a depreciated me¬ 
dium” and that in all payments allow^ce would be made for the 
depreciation in French mcmey. We have gcme down grade a long way 
since then when we insist on paying Panama the annusd rent agreed 
on in gold dollars in our new 60 cent ones! 1 can recall no time when 
the morality of our government has been so low, as I point out in the 
article when mentioning the constant talk about our not having more 
depreciation until we have induced people to buy government bonds. 
It seems generally to be assumed that it will be all right after that to 
pay them back in dollars of less value than we borrowed from them. 
During the war I subscribed in all to over $50,(XX) of Liberty bonds.... 
Now 1 would not buy ten cmts* worth of our government obligations, 
and 1 have no less an example to follow than Creorge Washington 
himself. 


To Miss McAfee 

London, October 24, 1934 
Last night 1 was writing to Henry Canby about cabbages and kings 
and I rather took him to task for having such a lot of instructors, assis¬ 
tant professors, professors, etc. — anything connected with a coll^ ex¬ 
cept the janitor — write reviews, whereas here in England men of cul¬ 
ture such as Harold Nicolson, Lord Eustace Percy and othm did much, 
with the result that instead of getting a meticulous factual study with 
the usual points that on such a topic the author knows nothing or that 
he has not footnotes, or that he did not write this sort of book instead 
of the one he wanted to write, and without getting at the philosophy 
of the thing, one does often get at the heart of what the author was 
trying to do. The press has always treated me well, better than I have 
deserved, and this comment is not sour grapes at all, but the difference 
between the review in the Sat. Review at home by Coles (whom Ows¬ 
ley did up most neatly in the October Virginia Quarterly and who does 
not, know even his subject) and the one in a recent Sunday Times here 
in London by Lord Eustace Percy who realized that the book was not 
a report of research but a study in a :topic — the development of sec- 
tumal car intematiana] hatred — which, as he says, has had little treat¬ 
ment in poHticai economy, diows vffiat I mean. In general, die spe- 
- esalized American professor is not a man of broad humane culture. 
What with the Ph j). grind, the early years of low salary, early mar- 



James Tnalow Adams 


252 


riage, education of the children and so on, the poor roan, unless he or 
his wife have money, has no chance. He has got to write, has to dbow 
that he can pick flaws in anyone, etc. . . . 

Congressman Geozge H. Tinkhain of Boston spent Sunday aftemocoi 
with me — self-introduced. Although a Republican, he has represented 
the Democratic Back Bay district of Boston for twenty-eight yean, and 
this year is the candidate of both pardn. From what I learn he has 
been very right in his financial predictions. He now, like the president 
of the Union Carbide Company, predicts a ten-cent dollar (purchaung 
power) by 1937. I have myself been becoming more and more anxious. 
1 am not a timorous person, and bought stocks at the very bottom in 
May, 1932, when America was scared white. Nor do I go with the 
crowd, for 1 predicted and sold out for the crash in 1929. But 1 am 
scared now for the first time. In enormous outlays for relief and public 
works, in piling up short-time obligations of government, etc., we are 
going the classic way of Europe in the early 1920s. 

From Worthington C. Ford 

Paris, October 29, 1934 

I have read your Americe^s Tremedy vnth delight and much to my 
advantage. For £^ain you tell a familiar story but in a new light and 
with a broader and deeper understanding. As a study of social condi¬ 
tions, North and South, it deserves all praise, and it is quite a feat to 
so bring them into relations with the social differences of today. The 
first five chapters I found easy and enjoyable reading and could not 
but notice the ease with which you marshal your facts in the most 
telling way. When you come to the war the effort involved is a bit 
felt by this reader. (You note that I confine it to myself.) The. great 
complexity caused by the many currents, as disrupting in their effect 
as war itself, gave me at times an impression of confusion and repeti¬ 
tion. For example, in each chapter some incidents of fratemumg on die 
part of the combatant. Was your purpose to show that more bitter 
the feeling between the North and South the better the feeling between 
the armies? The last chapter is at your best, philosophic and to the 
point, a lesson in politics and in govermnmt deliver^ with the mastmy 
of full experience. I do not go so far as to say that this is your best 
book, but 1 do say that it maintains your h^h standard and in parts 
rises to a high degree of eloquence. 
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To Members of the Academy of Arts and Letters 
and The National Institute of Arts and Letters 

[1935] 

At a meeting of the Directors of the Academy on March 23rd, it was 
suggested that I write to all of our fellow members of the Academy and 
Institute to tell them of an enterprise in South Dakota of which I then 
spoke and in which I have become greatly interested. 

To be as brief as I can, the $tory b this. About three years ago I was 
told by my friend Leland D. Case, the editor of The Rotarian maga> 
zine (I am not a Rotarian), about a movement which had started in 
hb Alma Mater, Dakota Wesleyan University at Mitchell, S.D. He 
asked me if I would lend a hand. The little oi^anization was called 
**Friends of the Middle Border,” and as it happened three of its ten 
incorporators were members of the American Academy — Stewart Ed¬ 
ward White, the late Hamlin Garland, and myself. 

The movement came straight out of the grass roots in good old 
American fashion. It has also been old fashioned in that those trying 
to do something with and for it, have not asked for help. What these 
I)eople on the spot are doing has been done without running to Wash¬ 
ington for government aid, or to anyone else, but the growth has been 
vigorous and indicates that both the movement and need are vital. i 
The thing b living and growing. Not only has a museum of arts and 
letters been started but the collections have so grown that the group b 
now planning for a museum building, the architect of which b Law¬ 
rence G. Licht, well known, and whose brother b in the office of our 
fellow member William A. Delano. I mention this only as one of the 
many accidents which has brought tlm little institution into so many 
different sorts of contacts with the Academy and Institute. For exam¬ 
ple,' among the members of its Advisory Board are William Lyon 
Phelps, John Sloan, John Erskine, Carl Sandburg, William Allen White, 
as well as Stewsurt White and myself. In addition to these Academy 
and Institute members the Ibt b a dbtinguished one. 

Many people have become interested and contributed in one way and 
another. *‘Billy” Phelps gave a most helpful collection of books; John 
Taylor Arms gave one of hb most beautiful etchings; the family of 
Hamlin Garland has given portraits of Gsurland and a notable coUec- 
tic^ of memorabilia of all sorts; Stewart White has given manuscripts; 
Mrs. Gutzon Boiglum ckmated important itons from the studio of her 
late husband; Nancy C. Hahn, the scu^tress, ^ve the originsd plaster 
cast of her not^ statue, **Pioneer Woman,” the btoi^ of which b in 
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St Louis; Harvey Dunn gave his finest painting, “Dakota Woman”; 
I have given various things, including books, etchings, and what they 
say out there is probably the only original Afbrecht Diirer in that whole 
section ci the United States; others have given generously, and the 
gallery now contains examples of the work of AuduboUj Catlin, Har> 
gens, Levon West, Deming, Grant Wood, and other painters, as well as 
rare bodks and much else. 

It should be noted that this is the only museum in the whole vast 
area covered by the states of the two Dakotas, and perhaps we might 
include Montana and Ida^o. It is the only place where young and old 
Americans of that section can see original works of art. You never 
know when from such new contact a spark of inspiration may fire some 
youngster, but it is an experience also for the old. Recently a retired 
farmer became so rapt in contemplation of Dunn’s Dakota Woman 
that he had almost to be pulled away by the. relatives he had come 
to visit! 

What I have noted represents only a small part of what has been 
given — illuminated missals, historical objects of importance in teach¬ 
ing the history of the section and the nation, and many other things, 
but I must not make this letter too long.' 

From Worthington C. Ford . 

Paris, January 31, 1935 

Many thanks for your letter, the greater because taken out of time 
and occupations making heavy donands on you. My congratulation 
on the Athenaeum Club. If there is a chance of your being in En¬ 
gland in the future, have your name up for full privilege. You will 
never be a political refugee, for whom England has had such kindness, 
but you may decide that the U.S. is not a restful haven and come back 
to London. A membership is a recc^ition — well merited in this case. 
Were I a younger man, by thirty or forty years, I would be tempted to 
commit suicide having the disability I now have. Your picture of sec- 
ticmal division is well supported, but it offers nothing to a man like 
myself. Also, your speculation on the political trend is fruitful in sug¬ 
gestion. At present the Republicans are tiltra conservative and unable 
to frame a policy. The Supreme Court may help them, but such a 

' * At a meeting of the directors of die Academy, Gharlet Dana Gibson said at 
once he would omhribute mine of his work, John Taylor Azria that he would 
provide snother etching, and Van Wyck Broc^ uid WilHara Lyon FhebM llmt 
they would send books. ^ 
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technical decision as the hot-oil one will not cany them far. The de¬ 
feat of the entrance into die world court hamstring the President’s 
foreign poUcy, but think of running a campaign on that vote, when 
many democrats and the real Progressives — LaFoIlette and Shipsted 
— voted with 'Borah-Jc^inson. The President can correct the hot-oil 
decision by new legislation, but our policy of imlation is now indefinitely 
fixed. And that means, too, that Hull’s liberal commercial policy stands 
little chance of a^eptance. However, we can wait and I want in 1936 
to vote for F.D.R. imless some frightful blimder cmnes to his discredit. 
Inflation I believe to be unlikely. I enclose the program of a Chamber- 
tin dinner at Rouzier’s. There is none of the vintage of 1911, but you 
may be sure those named oh the slip are good, above the average and 
far above what other restaurants serve. Were you here I would take 
you, just for the experience. You ought in your next visit go to the caves 
of Thomas-Bassot, as it would enable you to lay the foimdation of your 
Connecticut cave. Well, you are off at the end of the month. May the 
journey be good and profitable to both and a safe return. If you return 
to Holland Park, I shall hit you in the summer.... Of course K would 
have gone to the Chambertin dinner. 

T 0 Miss McAfee 

London, May 10, 1935 

Many an individual Englishman makes me angry at times but they 
are certainly a wonderful natibn, and I take off my hat to them. They 
are simple, honest, conscientious, flenble, with a strong social sense, 
cours^eous, not soft. I asked Mrs. McConaughy of Wesleyan what she 
felt was her strongest impresnon here, and she said at once, **the 
decency of everybody.” I was interested in all you had to say but what 
worries me most about my own country is the character of our people, 
and the Secretary of State told me that was what also worried him 
most The Bonus grab, for example, is indecent to an extent that no 
mie home seems to realize.' There is first the demand, never satisfied, 
of a large part of the able-bodied men of the country to be given colos¬ 
sal sums of money for no real reason at aH, as in tiie case of Spanish 
and Civil War ’Sipterans.” Then tiiere is the accepted belief every¬ 
where that everyone in poUtics can be bought. Every new^aper takes 

’ The Patman Bonus bifi, lor immediate payment dt adjosted-eervice certifi- 
eates &at were not to. mature untfi 1945, pasted both houses of Congress by 
heavy majotities, but failed in May, 1935, by a narrow mai«h> in the Senate, to 
oven^ a Pte s idea t ial veto. 
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it for granted, as does everyone, that because die President has given 
billions to spend, of course he can crack the whip and get more from 
Congress than otherwise. Again, that while Congress may not believe 
in the Bonus, of course Congressmen have to votei for it to some extent, 
etc. etc. Then there is the constant voting by Congressmen to please 
their constituents or some special group with the open understanding 
that the President will use his veto. How can one have respect for a 
legislature made up of venal and weak hypocrites? I spoke in the 
“Letter,” in the part cut out, of the levity of our public life. Well, I 
read in the paper that the Senate passed the $2,000,000,000 Bonus Bill 
amid scenes of great hilarity largely caused by Huey Long.' It seems to 
me that the voting away of two billions of the people’s money is not an 
occasion for hilarity even if there is a mountebank in the room. 

To Wilbur L, Cross 

London, May 17, 1935 

I am sorry I could not have written my letter after the Jubilee.* No 
one who was not in London to feel the spirit of it can conceive what it 
meant. It has been extraordinary from every standpoint. As someone 
said the other day, if England established a Socialist Republic the King 
' would be elected first president. 

The story goes round, which if not true is ben trovato and true in 
interpretation of the people, of a Commmiist in Whitechapel who adied 
his neighbor if he were going to decorate his house for Jubilee. When 
told he was, the enquirer said “Fine! I wish I could but you see I am 
a Communist!” Many stories are true, as given in the sensational press 
but also reported to me by eyewitnesses. At Sunderland House, where 
a ball was being given, the crowd outside b^an dancing to the music 
coming from the open windows. They then called “louder,” and the 
guests came down to the street and danced with the crowd on the 
pavement. This was not what we would call a drunken party but this 
is really becoming, for a while at least, “Menie England” again. There 
has been any amount of community singing with all classes in the 
crowds. In Piccadilly, a crowd last Saturday night called for the band 

' Senator Huey P. Long of Louisiana was shot in Baton Rouge and died Sep¬ 
tember 16, 1935. 

' Admra was writir^ a periodic letter on English affairs to the Yale Remew. 
King George V celebrated the twenty-fifth anniversary of his accession on May 
6, 1935. A great procession rolled through London, and the King reviewed the 
fleets at Spithead — just before they were ordered to the uneasy Mediterranean. 
An economic revival coincided with the Silver Jubilee. 
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to come out and play. The mounted police — all the police have been 
nuurvellous in ihetr tact and good nature with unprecedoited masses of 
I>eople — edged in with dieir horses, but were rather nonplused when 
instead of moving on they stopped to pat the horses! Never have I seen 
such crowds or such happy and good-natured ones. One of my maids 
sat on the curbstone all night from ten in the evening until twelve next 
day to see the procession. She said the street was filled by four a.m., all 
laug^ung and joking, and dancing to while the time away. England has 
not been so confident or happy in twenty years and more. The contrast 
is not pleasant when I look at my own country. Except for a European 
War, England is I believe the safest, sanest, most ccmtented land in the 
world today, unless we add Sweden and Norway, and I go hcone in the 
spring from a sense of duty as an American only.... 

It if a great country, and 1 think it will win out. The dark shadow 
comes from the continent, especially that old home of the barbarians, 
Germany. In the present increase of uneasiness caused by the death of 
Pilsudski, Mussolini’s adventure in Africa, the imminent downfall of the 
gold currencies, capital is flowing in here, which I think largely the 
cause of the fall of ten cents in the dollar in a week or so, rather than 
our own fantastic finance. If America were not my cotmtry, nothing 
would induce me to emigrate to it today from here, either for security 
or comfort. 


To Miss McAfee 

May 26, 1935 

Hull, the Secretary of State, in Washington told me he was getting 
discouraged—between ourselves — about the willingness, or rather un- 
willingn^ — of even well educated Americans to take the trouble to 
think. It reminded me of a dinner I was at in Washington on a pre¬ 
ceding vint. Over here not long ago I gave a dinner, and among the 
men were Hirst, former editor of the Economist, Gooch of the Con¬ 
temporary Retnew, and so on.^ The talk was utterly de%htful, witty, 
informed, wide-ranging. This week I am giving another for Herr Von 
Devall, London correspondent of the Frankfurter Zeitung, and others, 
and expect again good talk. Well, in Washington at the dinner I speak 
of there was also a select group. There was Charles Warren, Davis 
(who ran for president), J. M. Beck, an ambassador, and about four 

^ Frands W. Hint, econoimst and jouraaiiit; George P. Gooch, one of the 
editors of die Cambridge History of Britisk Foreign Poticy, and author of im¬ 
portant bocda of European history. 
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others of equal note. In the smoking room after dinner all of us were 
placed in a circle, like a Farmers Graz^ meeting in Bc^unk, a jntcher 
of ice water on the table,' and talked for about forty-five minu^ before 
rejoining the ladies. The entire conversation was made up of personal 
anecdotes, of a very mild interest, and fuimy stories. That is no exag- 
gaadon. Ncm; an idea was started or anything important touched on. 

To Mrs. WilKam Vanamee^ 

June 3, 1935 

I have just been writing a short review for the Saturday Review of 
Hemy Osborn Taylor’s little book just out. This has brought to my 
attention the fact that he is not a member of the Academy. He is now, 
both by age and achievement, thq dean of American historians.^ In 
1927 he was president of the American Historical Association, and is a 
member of the Institute. His long life, beginning in poverty, has been 
devoted to the highest ideals of both life and scholarship, and his dozen 
or so volumes represent a high level of scholarly thought and devotion. 
£sp>ecially in his six volumes on the classical, mediaeval and 16th cen¬ 
tury periods he has made a wider sweep through the past of men’s 
thoughts and ideals than any other American historian. He is now, 
I believe through his marriage into and inheritances from the Isham 
family, a wealthy man, but for his first fifty years he dung to his ideals 
of comparative poverty and constant study. The combination of both 
life and work would warrant his consideration, I think, and as he is 
nearly eighty, any action, if it is to be taken at all, should not be long 
delayed. 


To Miss McAfee 

Oxfordshire, July 20, 1935 

'We go home about April 1, but it will take two months at least 
probably to make change in the house, even though minor, build book 
cases etc. and there is no chance of my being settled for writing until 
into the summer. 

It will be an interesting year to be home. Personally, 1 have begun 
to consider Roosevelt a tremendous incubus on the Democratic Party, 
though I may be wrong, I am not thjx>ugh with the party but 1 am with 

' Asnstant secretary of the American Academy of Arts and Letters. 

* Henry. Osborn Ta^or, author of Ancient Ideals^ Thought and Expmnsion in 
the Sixteenth Century, and The Medieval Mind, ai^ out this year, A Lajfmdn*s 
View ofJlistory. ^ , 
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him. tn all American history I cannot recall a single other Presicknt 
who has gone back so completely on his campaign pledges. When you 
read his speeches and think what he has done it is staggering, ahncnt 
unbelievable. Yet he made the pledges not when times were good, but 
after two years of depresnon. The platform has also be^ completely 
scrapped, and yet never in history has one stated so definitely that it 
was “a covenant,” as it said, with the people. Nor do I like his attitude 
toward the Supreme Court and the unconstitutionality of the laws 
he urges. 


To Miss McAfee 

August 11,1935 

America is not divided into the city-folk, the rich and wicked, and 
the country-folk, the poor and the honest, not by a jugfull. This is not 
defending the business men who were either crooked, as many were, or 
mistaken in judgment as many were, but merely to make others in 
American life — the political leaders, the people themselves—take 
their share also of the blame. 

But this topic, as also Roosevelt, are too big for a letter to-day. Inci¬ 
dentally, I think his latest attack, on those who avoid taxation by buy¬ 
ing tax-exempt securities, is a very mean and donagogic one. When* 
the law and the governments, state and national, say *'here is an invest¬ 
ment which will yield so much and on which you will be taxed; here 
is another which yields less but on which you will not be taxed,” what 
possible case has Roosevelt got against those who choose the tax exempt 
one? Does he really believe that during the war, when the Federal 
government put out tax-exempt bonds, that the purchaser should have 
paid, first, the higher price, and then been morally bound to pay a tax 
also though the government did not levy it? It is absurd. The govern¬ 
ment itself is deeply dishonest in its income tax laws and yet he appar¬ 
ently thinks the citizen ought to make presents to the government. 

For example, since 1932 I have had to handle an estate which was 
brought to me almost wiped out. About $125,OOQ had been placed in 
bad investments and shrunk to $32,000. Many of these X had to sell. 
As the income was only about $3,000, the tax allowance for loss was di 
. no use, as there was nothing to set it off against in taxes. But the securi* 
des I boi^ht have not appreciated to a value of over $60,000. If I sell 
them to get into safer things, though the estate still diows a loss of 
$40^000 and no real profit, the widow will be taxed on the **profit” of 
$28,000 as though it were a year’s income, merely because I shifted 
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from one tet of securities to another. Had I kept'the old ones and had 
they risen, and did I now sell them, 1 could claim a loss of $40,000, but 
because I changed hones the govenunent will claim a profit of $28,000. 
What would we say of a banking house that played that sort of game 
with its depositon. 


To Miss McAfee 

London, August 30, 1935 

I was interested in the report of Governor Gross, and I myself believe 
that Roosevelt is honest as to his intentions in his own mind. 1 do not 
question his moral fervor or honesty but I do now question his intellec¬ 
tual mt^rity* which is quite a different matter but perhaps even more 
important. As for myself, and there must I think be large numben 
who feel the same way, I consider that Roosevelt has almost completely 
broken his pledged word on what I consider fundamental matters. In 
1932 he received about 22,500,000 votes; Hoover 16,000,000; Thomas 
730,000. That summer had seen almost the lowest ebb in American 
morale, lower in some ways than in the later banking crisis. But look 
at the election. The Socialist vote was only 730,000, the Communist 
and other radical groups practically negligible. The 16,000,000 votes 
.for Hoover can be considered only as conservative. How about the 
22,500,000 for Roosevelt? Aside from mere desire for a *‘new face** 
and a turning over on the bed of pain, it is fair to examine the plat¬ 
form and the candidate’s speeches to try to discover what the people 
who voted for him wanted. 

Both platform and speeches were almost wholly conservative. Roose¬ 
velt insisted that the great need was for economy in government ex¬ 
pense, that as president he would be an example to all in this respect, 
people and state governments as well as national, that he pledged him¬ 
self to this and that “nothing in the campaign transcends in importance 
this covenant with the tax payers of this country.*’ Again he said diat 
the budget must be balanced, borrowing stopped, etc. or else the 
government was on the road to bankruptcy. He promised to reduce ex¬ 
penditure “drastically.” Again he said, speaking of how the Hoover 
administrati(m had financed deficits by loading up the banks with gov¬ 
ernment paper, that “it is my pledge and promise that this dangerous 
kind of financing riiall be stopped.” . . . 

Such fundamental pledges, covenants, apd, as the platform said, 
“contracts” with iht people have been lurdcen as I have never known 
any other, party to break pledges before in aur history. Nor, to a gn^ 
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extent, has. there been any need of (k>ing so. Much of the money spent 
and powers demanded have beoi for social experimenting for which 
neither he nor the par^ had received any mandate at aJl from the 
voters. In fact, the ccmtrary was the case. The 16,000,000 Hoover 
votes were conservative. The 22,500,000 for Roosevelt himself must be 
considered, if speeches, platforms and pledges are of any account at all, 
as being given in large part because of what was promised, and what 
was promised was conservatism in finance with certain specified re¬ 
forms which those of us vdio were for Roosevelt—and 1 was — desired. 
I hoped at last we were to have a liberal and advanced party which at 
the same time would be sound. 

That is why I feel so bitterly about being betrayed. Had Roosevelt 
done the magnificent work he did in the banking crisis, and then tried 
to put his pledges into effect, and later su^ested his farther-reaching 
reforms — or at least plans — in a way that would have allowed of 
discussion and education, he might have carried us along perhaps. But, 
as Lippmann has pointed out, he has lost his head, and wants to rule 
as though we were to carry on government forever on a crisis basis. 
Did you see the article I mean? 1 am going to have a couple of fairly 
hard attacks on him, and so am glad to have you act as his advocate 
to keep me from goii^ too far. Personally 1 think this last s^on of 
Goi^ress disgraceful. What place in self-government by the people is 
there for ^‘must’* legislation, backed by the power of a pork barrel of 
astronomical dimensioirs, required to be passed without having given 
either the legislature or the pec^le any time to consider it all carefully? 
And if pledges of such gravity and solemnity as those of 1932 are to 
be broken so lightly as never to be recalled even, what becomes of our 
method of elections? Why go through the farce? 

To Miss McAfee 

London, September 20, 1935 

As’ you say, we may wait now to see whom the RepuUicans put tq), 
and what Republicans put han up! Nothing in my opinion was more 
detestable than the Republican administrations from Harding to and 
diroigh Hoover. I have no use for the general ideals of the Republican 
Party, and that is why my present disappointment is keen. 

It will not, probably, ^ many mondis now before we shall be settled 
in Southport, and then we can talk things over better than writing 
them. Akn we shall know much more about them. At present I have 
no idea when we shall move, except that it will be not later than 
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Mkrch. Whether it may be soomr, even in a few weeks, depends on 
Mussolini.' People are not jumpy here but there is deep anxiety, and 
1 have no wiidi to get caught in a general war. Were we travelling with 
a few suitcases, I would not bother, but with an empty house at South- 
port waiting for us, with my lease here soon up, and with all my entire 
household goods here, it would be no joke suddenly to find that I 
could not get them out, as my aunt and uncle were caught in Paris 
in their house there without warning in 1914. 

England does not want war and will go as far to avoid it as possible, 
but her back is quite definitely up. Whedier she would albw the 
Abyssinian adventure to go on while she stood by after all that has 
been said, no one knows. There is a good deal of talk of sanctions, 
and the one I have h^rd most of — in circles which count — is that 
of closing British ports to the belligerents. As the Italian army is get¬ 
ting a laige part of its essential water supply from the British works at 
Adana, that would mean turning off the water faucet for the Italians. 
But' Mussolini says sanctions mean war. I think the British policy, as 
before 1914, has been blundering, and has led to Mussolini*s getting 
his bear by the tail so he cannot let go. He counts on one campaign 
definitely but high officers in the British army, whose opinions are 
worth something, say he could do little toward resd conquest, if then, 
in less than four campaigns. Meanwhile Italian bonds are unsaleable 
here in London though offered at 10%. 

To M, A, De Wolfe Howe 

London, October 22, 1935 

As you know, I bought a house at Southport a year and more ago 
which is now vacant My lease here is up in March, and we had all 
our plans made for going hmne with the Lares and Penates in January 
so as to have a couple of months to alter and decorate the house and 
move in by April before the heats b^in. Ihe mtemational situation, 
however, is hastening us. 

I do not look for war in Europe at present, but the tension is very 
great 1 agree with Chamberlain who said last week that we sue here 
at the beginning and hot the end of a crisis, smd that for a long tune 

* Re jectiag a peace fnnmla of die League of Natioiis, MuNolud began the 
Italian invasion of Ethic^ia on Oct(rf>er 2, 1935. The League Goundl at once 
condemned Italy, and ncauly aU the League states imposed sanctions upon her. 
An Anglo-Italiw erint followed, threatened to end in war until Sir 

Samud^Hoaie ci Britain andJPrenner IKenre Laval of France took steps to lessen 
the tendon. 
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ahead Europe will be very uncertain and wiE prc^>ably face a succes* 
si(m of crises. A letter from Ford tonday, approving of my fUght, says 
that this is also his opinion. My situation is peculiar. If we were tour¬ 
ists with only hand li^gi^e I would not diange plans auid run. If we 
had . intended to remain several years, 1 would remain. But we have 
got to go soon, and had planned for January. It is, therefore, only a 
question of how many wraks to remain, how much worry is worth, and 
what chances we care to take. Tainon may or may not later end 
in war. My belief is that there will be none for six months if at all. 
But every war cmnes suddenly when it comes; a spark is thrown into 
the powder box — Lexington in the Revoluticm, Sumter in the Civil 
War, the Maine in the Spanish war, the murder of the Archduke in 
the World War. . . . 

On the whole, I decided not to bother myself over a few extra weeks 
at the end df eight years, and so we are off, D. V., before the end of 
November. I shall rest more easy when we and the things are in New 
York. I have two women to ^t across, two large steel cans udth every- 
ffiing I own including all silver, family portraits, and so on, which are 
not replaceable, fifty-five cases of books, a large packing case with my 
sister’s ‘things, four trunks and a fleet of bags. 

From Alfred M, Landort 

Topeka, December 3,1935 
I note that you are quoted by the Associated Press as saying **the 
trend toward definite dictator^p has been apparent for half a century, 
the result of natural forces unleashed by the tremendoiis increase in 
populatkm,” which ‘‘necessitated governmental attention to the people’s' 
welfare.” 

1 would like to have the full text of your remarks if you will be good 
enough to send them to me. 

From Wolf Von DewedF 

London, Febnuury 1, 1936 
Everybody is frightened of Germany. The Rhineland Questiim is 
very much to the for^round. When Neurath was here he gave the 
assurance tfasd we would in diis re|^ard not talu^ any 'tmilateral action 
but he certainly did not pixnmse that we dudl reimun satisfied with the 
oonditksis as diey are. 1 have die feeling that the whole situatiaa will 

- * IxnkdoB conespoodent of the FroafcfiirSrr Z«itunf'. 
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soon cranpel the English to take a bold move. If they allow the ntua- 
tion to remain in its unhealthy and dangerous stagnancy they must fear 
that it cannot be controlled any longer. Therefore, they as the leading 
power will have to make another attempt of bringing France and Ger¬ 
many together. There are, of course, auivisers who sugg^t encirclement 
and Litvinov, when he was here, did not make a bad impressicm, but 
I trust that good British common sense will tell the leading men of 
this country that that would be the most direct way to hell. In spite 
of what most English papers say I still feel convinced that Hitler would 
follow an energetic British lead — if he feels that it is meant sincerely. 
After all, he has shown many times that he wishes to keep on good 
terms with Britain. Thus, even if the German Foreign Office declares 
now that as long as the present war goes on it would not be practical to 
discuss the projected Western Air Pact, I thiidc this must not be taken 
too seriously. Let us hope that yoimg Mr. Eden will be the right man. 

From WiUiam Alien White 

Emporia, Kansas, March 28, 1936 

1 greatly enjoyed, reading your **The Living Jefferson.” It seems to 
me you have done a gorgeous job. I was interested in what apparently 
is a quotation frcnn the Federalist in which you use the quotation, “The 
rich and wise and good.” Can you tell me where I can find it? I 
should like to look it up if you can give me anything like the chapter 
and page where 1 can find die phrase, and I can learn in what connec¬ 
tion it occurs. 

You certainly have done a service to your country. The book is par¬ 
ticularly timely. 

From Ezra Pound 

Rapallo, Italy, April 28,1936 

Re/ yr/ article (Scribner) on F.D.R. or radier the quotation of it 
in Readers Digest April, which is all that has yet been washed up on 
this coast. 

If Frankie had a god damn fool program in 1932. Parts of which 
were in flat contradiction with FACTS, and no bett^ than wall st. or 
hoover, what’s wron^ with his having learned at l^ut as much as he 
has learned? 

You birds in tlte N.Y. magazine ring give me die ear ache. Does 
Scrihaer or any of the other old bleedaries, or in fact do YOU dare 
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answer Uie enclosed 8 questions?^... Constitution 0.iL but the massed 
filth of N.Y. publishing has been against clear discusncm of money and 
credit. 

Note date of publication of Van Buren’s autobiography//. Also note 
the N.Y. objection to ANY thought not already masticated and proved 
to be bunk by London. 

Have long wondered to what extent yr/ generation of writers ac> 
cepted in the U.S.A. ever dared read anytiiing unaccepted by the ring. 

To Allan Nevins 

Soutiipoit, July 31, 1936 

I do not drive the car any more than I can help, as I dislike the 
new American cars with their low tops and mouse trap windows, and 
also the traffic on main roads. Of course, from here we have to take 
one of the worst, I am told, the Boston Post. Kay enjoys driving but 
gets tired after 80 miles or so, and we have not the American complex 
of long and fast tours. 1 also miss havii^ a decent road map. There 
seems to be no such tiling as a decent road map in America, which 
is odd considering that Americans have more cars than any other na> 
tion. After trying to find something anything like 50% as good as the 
Bartholomew maps in England or those of France or Italy, I wrote^ 
to the map division of the Library of Congress, and they agreed with 
me that there were no good maps. The elaborate 320-pa^ ‘‘Connecti¬ 
cut Guide” done by the CWA and completed with funds, as it says, 
frmn the FERA, is a lovely example of wasted money and how not to 
do it. The map is made evidently by some one who does not know the 
first principles of map making and is extremely confused and unreliable. 
The only good map I have seen of this part of one of the oldest and 
most densely settled parts of the U.S.A. belongs to Professor Roe, and 
he had to make it himself by taking a Geological Survey map (always 
good) md bringing it up to date (it has not been revised for twcmty 
yean!), and marking the good and bad roads on it himself. The li¬ 
brary of Congress told me tiie best map for the small roads was, tise 
rural ddivery map of the Post Office for my county, and I got that, 
but it also is inaccurate. 1 don't want a map of the highway from hoe 
to Atlanta or Tucson but of the roads in my mtighborhood, and ap- 
parentfy tiieie “ain't any such anim^.” So, we are esqploring tiowly 
and gently, stickily our noses into fine looking wood roads which may 
peter out in a ravine without romn to turn, and so on. We could ^dc 

' Eaclosure lost 
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to the main highways and traffic but that is just what we <k> not want 
to do, and we have not yet had time to drive enough to do imidi 
exploring. 

Southport itself is delightful, and we are well content with It and 
our house. Social life is naturally not as entertaining as that of London, 
but we did not expect it to be, and are wholly satisfied. As old Jon¬ 
athan Trumbull told his son when he wanted to be an artist, “Con¬ 
necticut is not Athens.” I am glad, however, in the present state of 
Europe, to have all my belongings safely home. It is not as cool here 
as the East End of Long Island, but not bad, and in the hot spell the 
thermometer never got to 90 when it was over 100 in town. The water 
is only about 800 feet from my house and we can see bits of it through 
the trees. There is nothing whatever of the suburban about the place, 
although some men do go to New York daily. One never hears it even 
mentioned, however, and we might be in New Hampshire or Vermont. 
A couple of years ago when here on a flying visit I was at the house 
of one of the leading lawyers, and he said, “Well, vdrat do you think 
of thin^?” In the previous three weeks I had lunched with the British 
Foreign Minister in London, and been to see the Secretary of State 
in Washington, so I said “Things in the United States or Europe?” 
His answer was “Oh, I mean things in Southport”! That is Southport 
— a sort of GreCnford with motor cars. But I like it. 

You say you would like to talk politics with me. Perhaps it is just 
as well we can’t. We are good friends who think differently. You can’t 
convince me, and I know I can’t change you. Emotion is running high 
in this campaign, and will run higher. I knew of three luncheon parties 
already among ordinarily nice and sensible people which have been 
broken up by guests walking out of the room when the political talk 
got too hot. What I do not like is the impugning of motives on both 
sides. There is much Roosevelt-phobia amox^ the antis but there is 
also a lot of maligning among the Rooseveltities. I. do not want a 
Harding-Coolidge r^ime and want liberalism but because I believe 
that in the long run Roosevelt is leading away from true liberalism I 
was called a reactionary and Tory by one of my best frirads tiie other 
day. . . . You say Roosevelt has “kept the country moving,” I think 
he has given it diarrhoea. 


Factual History: Europe at War 

As 1^3B came, with the United States recovering from the *'rec^ 
sion” of the previous year, with France gstining the uppet hand m 
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Spun, and with Japan achieving control over a great part of China, 
Adann busied himself in Connecticut with less ambitious lsJx>rs than 
before. He still wrote steadily for tibe best magazines. After plowing 
throu^ the first volume of his history of the British Empire, which 
he publidied in 1938, he pressed doggedly into the second, which ap¬ 
peared in 1940. The subject had looked inspiring, but the necessity 
of squeezing too many facts-into too narrow space clipped the wings of 
his muse, and gave him a pedestrian pace. He found more real sense 
of creation in the six-volume Dictionary of American History which 
he had conceived and planned, and for which as early as 1938 he was 
writing many of the best articles. His Pegasus, however, had become 
too much of a workhorse to delight him, or his best friends. 

In American affairs the happy fact of the time was the deqiy and 
ultimate collapse of isolationism. He felt a deep sympathy with friends 
in Britain who told him* in 1940-41 how badly they felt over the ap- 
parmt failure of Americans to perceive the perils that confronted civil¬ 
ization after the fall of France. His dislike of Roosevelt’s third-term 
candidacy was mitigated by a sense that the Democratic Party might 
' be more dependably alert to the world crisis than the Republican Party. 
He well remembered who had slain the League cause, upheld the 
stupid neuhality legislation, and given so much trouble to his friend 
Cordell Hull. 


From Isaiah Bowman 

February 14, 1938 

Dear Adams and Beard: 

Reading your three letters to the New York TIMES, I am amazed 
diat neither of you makes reference to the real Bible of this pioneer 
buuness, namely Bowman’s Pioneer Fringe, a work published in 1931 by 
the American Geographical Society and containing the LAST WORD. 
Chapter two has something specific to say on women in pioneering. 

All of which goes to show that some good men have their lapses and 
that both of you have read nothing new on the subject for the past 
eight years. This reminds me of the fellow who said diat it is not what 
we know that makes trouble in the .world, it is what we do not know 
smd are so sure about 

Now I was iMTou^it up in a log hut, learned to clear the land at a 
tender age, drove a plow at ten, and in general did the work of the 
knd as it was done in 1868, in a still heavily wooded part of eastern 
Midugaxi. Mcaeover, I was bom in Canada, and did not reach die 
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Hudson until I was 23V^ years old. So take a back seat, both of you, 
and the next time you write anything the picmeer send it to me to 
be edited! I expect this advice to be strictly followed since I have 
long counted both of you, and still count both of you, as among my 
best friends. 

More power to both of you and more knowledge of the pioneer fringe 
as developed by 

Yours sincerely, 
Isaiah Bownum 

To AUan Nevins 

' Southport, April 5, 1938 

I am making a hurried trip to town tomorrow to deliver Vol. I of 
the British Empire to Scribners, and have a heap of articles to do im¬ 
mediately for magazines as well as for the Dictionary. If I can clean 
up in a month or so I would like to have a change before starting 
reading and note-taking for Vol. II, but do not know where to go. 
I hate motoring, visiting tires and does not rest me, and I don’t go in 
for golf or other sports. In London I could always easily get a com¬ 
plete chaise, either by going a short distance in England itself or by 
running over to the continent, but here, except for some changes in the 
landscape, there is no mental rest The people I might meet out of 
London did not talk about Roosevelt, the stock market, and every other 
topic that 1 have to think of a good deal, and talking meant a change 
even when I did not go to France or Holland, or, in 1^ time than 
it takes to go to Chicago — to Italy. Over there there were endless 
cities to go to with their interest of history, art, or architecture and life, 
but here I do not care a rap to go again to Boston, Washington, Hart¬ 
ford, Pittsbuigh, Philadelphia or what-not. I am not decrying America. 
I am merely speaking of one aspect of it for me when I am tired. 

To Allan Nevins 

Southport, September 27, 1938 

I have £^;reed to lunch with Theodore Roosevelt, Jr., if he can make 
it that day — at his request and I do not know vdiat about. I would 
much rather talk to you about your new enterprue of the magazine, of 
which I should like to know more. I have not yet seen your book on 
history and indeed have read almost nothing ou^de the immediate 
need of the moment' I am really dead tired, and discouraged about aB 

* TIte enteiprise” concerned^ the matazine that eventually emeifed as 
American HerUage; the book was The Gateway to History. 
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the world problems. The storm'about put the finishing touch to me 
although the house came through safely as well as ourselvn. It was a 
terrifying experience, and trees were coming down all around us, the 
house next door being crushed under two. 

What do you know about die Assoc. Prof. Strayer who wrote such 
a fiendidily nasty review about me in the Saturday Review? I think 
Canby treated me badly, not only in the review but in printing a big 
picture which was not in the book to emphasize one of the reviewer’s 
sneers. Incidentally, he seems to write carelessly for he spoke of Wat 
Tyler as being assassinated. If you know the way he was killed, as 
given, e.g. by Oman in his Great Revolt of 1381 you know how absurd 
it is to talk about an assassination. I had two men, including Davies, 
read the book for slips, and while there are some, I know and are bound 
to be when you are sweeping through 2000 years, I cannot believe that 
there are, as he says, so many as to make the book unsafe to use. Of 
course it is hurting my library sale, I suppose. 

• 

From Harold CaUender 

London, October 9,1938 

I feel that the old Empire is growing weak and shaky at the heart. 
Britain slowly prepared, without exerting herself much, for a war in 
1941, while the Germans prepared for one in 1938; hence Chamber¬ 
lain’s diplomacy of last month. Without any historical insight what¬ 
ever, I suspect that you cannot long run an Empire, or even maintain 
one, by these methods. London was almost defenceless against aircraft, 
the R.A.F. was not much more than half as strong as the German air 
force, the army had only a few modem guns, when it looked like wrar 
ten days ^o. Yet four years ago Churchill had warned of German 
armament — Baldwin at first denying that Germany was ahead in the 
air, then admitting he had been wrong. Here there was, and is, com¬ 
plete confusion, even in the government, which vaguely feels that this 
country must arm some more but pretends to be hopeful because IBtier 
and Chamberlain signed a bit of paper saying the two countries would 
never go to war. The Conservatives are so frightened of Bolshevism 
that many still defend Hitler, whose regime they think is a sfighdy 
exotic kind dt conservatism. The Empire which was acquired in a fit 
absentmindedness may be lost in a similar fit ’The people are all ri^t 
but the governing dass lacks guts,” said a friend of mine in the Foreign 
Office. .. . 

The British now think the crisis is past and tiiat ffiey can settle down 
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to tranquility while Hitler absorbs most of Europe, though they es^ect 
to have to throw him a colony or so (the snag is to decide wfaidi 
and whose). They then think he will suddenly become reawnable and 
peaceful; basing their expectations, 1 suppose, upon his record and 
utterances. I scnnetimes think the British are too stupid to survive. If 
you read Chamberlain’s speeches in the House, especially the last one, 
you will at least see why. In yoiur second volume you doubtless will 
consider the lethargy of the Empire today, the economic weaknesses of 
Britain, the diminished security of naval power, and the viability of the 
Empire — which, I suppose, depends upon the survival of this coimpry 
as a naval power and an economic power. . . . 

To Worthington C, Ford 

Southport, January 1,1939 

As to the USA I can only say that the prospect for 1939 is fairly 
good, better than for 1938, though the outlook is very mixed yet, chiefly 
on account of the apparent insistence of the administration on con¬ 
tinued spending and heedlessness of any call to ever balance the budget. 
There can be but one end to that. We are certainly in for ten years 
of deficits and a debt of how much over $40,000,000,000 nobody knows, 
or, in Washington, seems to care. Resistance to one-man government, 
however, with not a kitchen but a slop-room cabinet of young Cohens 
and Corcorans, et al,, seems really to be growing.^ 

Bad appointments continue as usual, such as the new Secretary of 
Commerce who has been engaged in social welfare work all his life 
and knows nothing of business, and of Murphy, who ignor^ court 
orders and fostered the sit-down strikes, as the new Attorney General. 
They will both be confirmed, I think. Mrs. Roosevelt has gone on the 
Board of Directors of son Jimmy’s insurance company because it is con- 
sidered that in his new Hollywood job he should not continue on the 
Board.* She admits she will attend only a meeting or two a year and 

'Benjamin V. Cdien, who became associate general counsel of the Public 
Worbi Administration, helped draft the Securities Exchuige Act of 1934, the 
Public Utility Holding Act of 1935, and other important New Deal legidation. 
Thomas G. Corcoran, a special assistant to the Attorney General, 1932-35, and 
counsel to the Reconstruction Finance Corporation frmn 1934, also helped con¬ 
gressional committees write various nKasures. The pair were much bmted by 
(H>pQnents of Roosevelt smd the New DesJ. 

* James Roosevelt, son of the President, had begun his business career as an ■ 
insurance broker in 1930, being associated succeaivdy widi the Gerard Com¬ 
pany and the John Paulding Meade Company of Boston until 1932, and then 
with a* New York firm. Later he becaune oof of the principal o^^ri fd the 
Saunuel Goldwyn interests in motion picture pr^uction. 
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will cmly represent him. Why, if it is improper for him to be a mem>. 
her, the President’s wife should be chosen to be his stool pigeon is rather 
inexplicable. However, slto says that this year die will, like other 
citizens, pay the income tax on what mcmey die gives to charity, which 
is a glimmer of returning decency. I think FDR had one of the great- 
est chances any preddent ever had, and he took hold well at the start 
but he certainly muffed the ball later, and has taken many steps it will 
be hard for anyone to retrace. I agree with his social outlook and hu- 
manitarianism, but to distribute a national income fairly there must 
be a large and soimd income to distribute, and the piling up of deficits, 
destruction of all investment confidence, and ultimate inflation can 
bring no good to anybody. That leads to cruelty to all and not ameli- 
(»ation for some. 

However, I live from month to month, and by April may have my 
taxes paid for this year and begin to make some money for my own 
expenses and savings. The taxes, some $6000 this year, have driven 
me into the radio field, and I am acting as historical consultant for 
the Du Fonts’ ’’Cavalcade of America” on the air. It is considered die 
most useful program educationally and has taken a number of prizes. 
It runs for 26 week^ and I have only about 3 weeks solid work examin- 
. ing the scripts, for which I get $4500, Whenever I get into a contract 
with big business or mass production such as radio, I say ’’ain’t Nature 
wonderful?” Meanwhile I continue my work on the five-volume Dic¬ 
tionary, which I think is really going to be good, owing to the coopera¬ 
tion of some 500 scholars, my second volume of tlto British Empire 
articles, and so on. 


From Worthington C.Ford 

Paris, April 2, 1939 

I wsui in Londmi for two weeks last month. . . . The city was cold, 
wet and dreary. The trenching in the parks, distribution of gas masks 
and steel shelters and the incessant discussion of A.R.P. and like re¬ 
assuring things, were disturbing. At the Museum one could always find 
a desk, something quite unusual, and I found my great comfort diere. 
I had looked for an invasion of refugees, but there, was no evidence of 
it iE^ven my club may close its doors, as it has suffered so heavily in 
numberslup. The world is chaining rapidly and a omtest must ctnne, 
• seen or late, to prove if it is worth living in. Thank heaven cont^nions 
to the dictators appear to be checked and their normally keen appetites 
win not be made Ae keener by throwing human sacrifices to than. 



Jama Truslow Adorns 


272 


To Mrs, James Truslow Adams in Southampton 

Southport, Friday, August 25,1^9 

Dearest Monk xxxx 

It is hard to write for there is at once so much and so little to say. 
Your own notes seem to come from a different world with their news 
of swims and picnics and so on while the world is waiting from moment 
to mmnent for the possible knell of our civilization and all our personal 
hopes and lives. Night before last I made up my mind at last that 
war was inevitable barring a backdown by Hitler and telc^aphed to 
add about $10,000 to Amy’s and my cash balances. In New York 
yesterday nobody was talking of anything but the European situation. 
I think Sunday will be the dead line. All Americans have been warned 
to leave Europe at once unless they have to stay. London and Paris are 
blacked out at night, and the French have asked all Parisians who can 
leave to evacuate the city at once. . . . 

I shall certainly be glad when I have you again but you might as well 
stay as plaimed and have a good time — I have just been down to listen 
in to Paris. They expect war except for the miracle of Hitler’s giving 
in. The population of the eastern front of France is being evacuated 
as fast as possible and taken to the west. People are leaving Paris by 
thousands as fast as they can get away. The French general at the 
head of the army has been placed in command of all French and British 
forces. The British navy is holding the Baltic and North Seas. Paris 
believes the zero hour will be tonight at 12. . . . 

This afternoon I am supposed to be writing an article for the Times 
but writing is hard under this strain. I shall never forget this Augiist. 
The August of 1914 was bad enough, but I was 25 years younger then, 
and we did not then know how terrible modem war could be. 

From Worthington C. Ford 

Le Vesinet, France, October 15,1939 

I have little fear that anything will happen in this place, some twelve 
miles frtMn Paris, with no military features. Living is changed. Our 
houses are darkened, windows painted and heavily curtained, curfew 
at nine o’clock, street lights out or obscured, reams of A.R.P., and 
trenches in squares and churchyards. 

At the beginning every possible precaution was imposed. We csutied 
gas masks to market, s^ed our cellar windows (against gas), were 
told lb lay in a stock of sand, and to wafbh the step of odiers as well as 
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our own. We had one “alerte/* a false one, two or three days after the 
declaration of a state of war, none since. 1 am unique and fortunate. 
I cannot hear the siren and remain unmoved. It may give me a reputa- 
tion for cool courage or bring a reproof from the police. Paris is the 
City of the Dreadful Night. By day the streets are deserted, few btis 
Enes in operation, a restricted Metro service and few taxis. All windows 
are striped with paper to prevent splintering of glass, shops are open 
three hours in the morning and three in the afternoon. No opera, a 
limited comedie, few theaters. Miiseums are closed — the Louvre emp> 
tied of its principal features, and the same for the BibEo-Nationale. 
The hours of the theater end at 9 (to be extended this week to 10). 
After dadk Paris is really dark, lights extinguidied or subdued, houses 
sealed and few persons or vehicles in the streets. Restaurants close at 
9 — such as have not shut down completely. The railway stations are 
dark, windows of cars curtained and Eghts painted out — as are the 
Eghts and shiny parts of autos. As an exercise in thorough preparation 
it is superb, and there is no complaint. It is impossible to praise too 
highly the morale of the people and their confidence in their cause 
and defense. The Communists alone have suffered — not unjustly. 

From Mayor F, H. LaGuardia 

New York, February 14, 1940 

You are quite right that the stock mass production of spaghetti in 
the usual run of restaurants is anything but what it should be. I would 
recommend the Vesuvio, at 163 West 48th Street. I used to go there 
and the kitchen was exicellent. I had to quit because the politicians 
became too numerous. I just can’t stand being in the same block with 
them. Then there is the Grotta Azzurra, 387 Broome Street, I have 
never been there but I am told that their kitchen is real Italian. 

If you will call Gorini at Henri’s, 15 East 52nd Street, and tell him 
exactly vdiat you want, I am sure you will have it properly prepared 
there. Their kitchen is French but the chef is Italian and prepares 
dishes specially. At Little Venice, 126 West 13th Street, ask for Leo 
and tell him to prepare exactly what you want. Be sure to caution 
him not to put in too much oil and sadt. When they want to show off 
ffiey over-season. 

I shall be happy to have a chat with you if you will drop in sometime 
when you are in the city. 
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From Allan Nsvins 

Columbia University, February 19,1940 

I have nothing but praise for the first volume of the Dictionary of 
American History, It seems to me to do you, Mr. Coleman, and 
ner’s great credit. Your foreword is very well done indeed. So far as 
I have read in the work it contains no errors — though in the article 
Bimetallism I think the author somehow inadvertently giv^ the impres¬ 
sion that the coinage of silver dollars in this coimtry stopped in 1873. 
No doubt as I keep on consulting the book I shall find some slips, and 
when I do I shall let you know. 

Let me say also that both Commager and I find the book extremely 
convenient. It is going to be enormously useful. Your principle of hav¬ 
ing a great number of short articles, instead of a moderate number of 
inclusive articles, is exactly right. And anyone looking into the volume 
will be delighted to find unexpected treasure there. Think of having 
an article on the Century Dictionary, and another on Building and 
Loan Associations, and another on Camp-Followers — all interesting! 
It is a real public service, this Dictionary. 

By the way (see Bathtubs) is it really true that Boston made use of 
the bathtub in 1845 unlawful except on advice of a physician, or is that 
' a “fact” drawn from the ingenious hoax-article that H. L. Mencken 
wrote on the subject? 


From Alfred R. McIntyre 

Boston, April 2, 1940 

I have look^ over the proposed revision of The Epic of America as 
shown in the marked pages and the new typed ps^es. I woul^ wish 
that you had given more space to the Roosevelt New Deal period of 
almost eight years. In the first revised ^ition, published November, 
1933, the inauguration of Roosevelt is mentioned on page 405 and the 
next few months are dealt with in not quite six pages. In the conton- 
plated 1940 edition Roosevelt and the New Deal get four of these six 
pages plus three and a-half new typewritten pages, so 1 would think 
that you covered seven and one-half years ii^ at the most, two ps^ 
more than you used to cover six months in the previous edition. I 
realize your feeling that it is difiScult for you to write about the New 
Deal without taking a position that would be diriiked by a great many 
people, but, even so, can’t you write considerably more about it and 
still, to quote your letter of December 18,1939, “breat the laM few years 
rather generally?” 
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To Dr. Walter Damrosch 

May [?], 1940 

I have your letter of the 1st and am in entire sympathy with your 
point view as to the preamt difficulties between the National Insti¬ 
tute of Arts and Letters and the American Academy. As a member 
of both, I greatly deplcne what seems to me an entirely unnecessary 
stirring of the waters. I have the story not only from your letter but 
al& from one or two other confidential sources and there seems to be 
no question i^hatever about how the situation has arisen. While the 
matter was pending, I expressed my disapproval of the amendment to 
the constitution of the Academy and wrote to Mrs. Vananune, insist¬ 
ing diat the members of the Acadony should be informed of the reasons 
for the sug^sted change. I never got any satisfaction but my objec¬ 
tions to die change should be on file in the Academy office. So far 
as I know, and I have been a member of the Academy for some twelve 
years, we have never been consulted as to anything that was going on. 
It is true that we have a luxurious building in what is still a very in- 
accesnble location. Had I been consulted I would, for example, have 
opposed the building of the concert hall with its magnificent organ 
which so far as I know has never been used. I am utterly opposed to 
die emphasis which is placed in America on ‘*plant.*’ For example, at 
Oxford and Cambridge in England, the common rooms, although they 
may have portraits on their walls of distinguished men who have made 
the Empire for the past three or four hundred years, have simple 
wooden Windsor chairs for the boys to sit on while they talk. I was 
almost nauseated when I was taken through the new Graduate School 
at Yale which I attended and found the way that the Harkness money 
was used. Ihe common romn there is like the lounge of a golf club 
for multi-millionaires and the effect on the boys is that they cannot 
talk intelUgendy unless they sit in upholstered easy chairs costing per¬ 
haps two or three hundred dollars apiece. I thoroughly agree with you 
that the Academy should live in comparative poverty or at least in 
decent simplicity instead of bowing to the will of one man who hap¬ 
pened to inherit many millions as the'adopted son of a railroad mag¬ 
nate of a not very savory period of American finance.^ If he who has 
never done anything himself of note in the Arts is to tell the fifty mem- 

’Archer M. Huntington (1870-1935), bcnefactcn of the Academy, was the 
ado|rted son of CoUtt P» Huntington (1821-1900), one of the builders of ti^ 
Gentral Pacific Railroad and later president of the l^uthem Pacific. 
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ben, who are supposed at least to have done something, exactly what 
they shall do, or he will stop his contributions^ 1 would personally be 
inclined to sell the confounded building and thumb my .nose at it. We 
have enough of an endowment to have some permanent rooms some¬ 
where and there is no more comfortable chair in the world than the 
old fashioned wooden Windsor. I would rather sit in one of those than 
in the magnificent thrones which are provided for us. 

To say that no protests were made against thb change is not oply 
absurd but is a lie. My own protest is either on record or has*been 
destroyed. I am wholly with you in this matter and am enclosing as 
requested my signed disapproval of the amendment. 

From Francis W. Hirst 

London, June 2, 1940 

Things look much better than they did a week ago, when the Ger¬ 
mans declared they were exterminating our expeditionary force. They 
have had a lesson which will not quickly be forgotten, and if the 
French, who let them through at that fatal gap, can now hold them 
up and drive the barbarians back, we may see before bng a revolution 
in Germany. The perfidy of Leopold is equal to that of the traitor 
Arnold or any other traitor in history. I wonder how it is that these 
perfidious brutes with their vile Gestapo, can inspire a Fifth Column 
in so -many democratic coimtries. Mussolini seems still to be hentating 
and trembling between the German devil and the deep sea of the 
British Navy. I hope he will refrain, even though 1 think we should 
probably be able to deliver such smashing blows that Fascism would 
crumple up. 

It staggers me that the Republican leaders of New England stock 
have so little sympathy for the Allied cauM. 1 suppose they'are count¬ 
ing votes and think that isolationist sentiment plus hostility to the New 
Deal will win them the Presidential election. If you had sent us a few* 
thousand good aircraft in the last two or three months, it would have 
made a vast difference, as our pilots are far superior to the Gomans 
and vn have a good reserve of them. 

1 hope you are both well In spite of all this sorrow and anxiety 
we keep composed and I find it possible to go on working as usual, 
(though I can’t earn one fifth of what I could a year ago by jounud- 
ism!). This flight of our Amerban friends via Ireland at the instarice 
of the ynited States Government is not intdligible to nw. 
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From Wmarn AUen White 

Emporia, July 30, 1940 

I have your letter about the petitions that are being circulated by 
the Committee to Defend America by Aiding the Allies. Here is the 
answer: These petitions were not composed in the office of national 
headquarters in New York. We allow the various local committees a 
certain amount of autonomy. They are more or less free agents going 
in the general direction that we are going. 

The clause you object to was circulated in New York and circulated 
on a petition in Chicago several weeks ago but later was taken out — 
probably at the suggestion of the national committee. I agree with you 
entirely that we cannot afford to send help that might endanger our 
work, into continental Europe. That is a problem that will have to be 
worked out carefully. 

Personally, I realize that famine and typhus are already stalking con¬ 
tinental Europe. Typhus is a louse disease; and I shouldn’t wonder if 
this war that was started by a louse may end by a louse. Any way, 
when the famine begins to gnaw at the entrails of Germany, the Ger¬ 
mans will not be able to put down the famine-revolting picoples of Hol¬ 
land, Denmark, Belgium and France. And I verily believe that, by that 
time, we will be perfectly safe in feeding revolting nations. But not* 
until they have lined up in revolt. 

I haven’t the slightest doubt that it is now unsafe to feed anyone in 
continental Europe because I realize that what happened to your young 
friend in France will happen all over the continent if we try to feed 
those whom the Germans have conquered. 

To return to the petition — If I were you in this case I should 
scratch out the objectionable point and go ahead and circulate it. 

It is purely a local matter and most of our local chapters do not 
include that questionable clause. 

From Charles Scribner 

New York, August 1, 1940 

I had not heard before of your idea of writing a book on The Amer¬ 
ican and 1 could not be more enthusiastic about it. This enthusiami 
is shared by everyone in the office who I have spoken to. I think you 
are just the person to write such a book and for a good many years 
to come this will be a most timely subject. It would also ^ve a wide 
scope for your powers without involving any great amount of research. 
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I would be glad to send you a contract for it at once if tyou are in 
accord. Maxwell Perkins wonders if you have read Madison Gnmfs 
The Conquest of a Continent or Dixon Wecter’s The Saga of American 
Society, The latter is now at work on a book on the American Hero 
which we plan to publish in the early winter. He is not suggesting these 
as source books in any sense but thinks that they might fumirii you 
with some ideas in building your theme. 

From Van Wyck Brooks 

Westport, Gmn., August 6,1940 

May I suggest to you that MacLeish*s The Jrresponsibles is a very 
moving statement that may turn the tide in American literature.' It 
seems to me important for a number of reasons. It affirms the auton¬ 
omous function of the man of letters, who has aped the artist, crii^ed 
before the scientist, or served as a mere instrument of agitation. It 
asserts the free will of the winter, too long forgotten in a world that 
has been dragged by fatalism. 

This is the voice that has always spoken for poets and writers who 
have stood for truth, cour^^e and freedom. I know of no document 
, of our time that is more likely to rouse our thinkers and set our intel¬ 
lectual world in action. 


To Charles Scribner 

August 12,1940 

I was delighted with your letter of the 9th and to know how weU 
pleased you were with the project of a book on “The American.” I 
think it is something which I could do fairly well and would be very 
much interested in doing. . . . Suppose we say in the contract from 
100,000 to 150,000 words. As yet I have not had time to think over 
the structure. . . . 

With regard to the permanent arrangement which we have had for 
ten years of which over eight years have elapsed, I may say that it has 
also been very happy for me and I would be glad to renew it in some 
form which would be mutually satisfactory to both of us. I like to 
know that^ in addition to my independent incmne;, there is a certain 
amount which I can count upon and I think it lutf a certain soothing 
influence on my mind for the work vdiidi 1 do. 

* Arduhald MacLeish puhlidied his cmy The Jrrespon^Us this year. 
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1 have not as yet talked much with Coleman^ about the idea of a 
oi»e-volume historical atlas to go with the Dictionary of American His-- 
tory, although we have discussed it to some extent. 1 note what you 
say about the supplementary illustrated volume for the Dictionary of 
American Biography. Of course I would like to have a hand in that 
if in the course of a year or two you decide to bring it out. 1 am still 
ratl^ yearning after a purely pictorial history of the United States, and 
the more I think of it, the more^I think that it might be practically 
without any text at all. Such a volume as a supplementary volume to 
the D.A.B. would naturally be all portraits, but a similar supplemen- 
tary illustrated volume to the DA..H. would have very great variety 
which I think would be of much interest to libraries and homes. . . . 

Saturday, Malcolm Johnson, whom young Theodore Roosevelt calls 
his partner, was up to luncheon and spent four hours. What Double¬ 
day, Doran want me to do is to bring Beck’s book on the Constitution 
up to date.* There has been no revision since 1924, although the book 
is still selling, and they are anxious to keep it on their list, but if they 
do so they want to have it revised. Of course the consent of the Beck 
heirs would be necessary. What they suggest, if they can get the con¬ 
sent, is for me to write a short introduction of about diree pages and 
a couple of additional chapters covering the course of the Constitution 
from 1923 to the present, with a slight revision here and there of the* 
existing text, such as where it refers, for example, to Coolidge as the 
Presidoit at the time. They suggest a division of royalties between 
the Beck heira and myself and an advance of $500 to $1000 depending 
on the amount of work which might be involved. 

Prom Harold Ccdlender* 

Washington, October 19,1940 

Most of my New York friends, like all of your guests, are for Willkie 
(largely on domestic grounds) and 1 find myself in hot water vdienever 
I suggest that domestic issues are secondary or less than secondary. On 
this point, I hope you noticed two letters in last Sunday’s New York 

. * R. V. Coleman, die able managing editor df the Dictionary of American 
History, to vdiose wide knowledge of the Ameriom past and editotud skill Adams 
fraqitendy paid tribute. 

* James M. Beck, whom President Harding had appemted Solicitor General ia 
1921, and who hdd that office undl 1925, then going into Congress from Fhila- 
de^diia* for four terms, had puUidied The Constitution of the Uruted States in 
1^2. At a conservative defense of imfividuafism against federalism, it attained 
conaidmrabte influence. Beck ^ed in 1956. 

” Of dio Kew Ycnck Timer staff. 
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Times (Oct 13th, opposite editorial page), one on the third term, the 
other on the isolationist allies of Wilikie, including McNary. I diudder 
to think of McNary as President; and having had a long talk with him, 
I do not shudder to think of Wallace in that office. Again I am dunk* 
ing chiefly of foreign relations, which evoits seem to me to compel one 
to do. I am not fond of Roosevelt, who appears to the a bit shifty on 
some points; but I am shocked by the bitter division in this country (of 
the same kind that broke France); .^d whatever the long-run result, 
I feel sure that a change-over now would inevitably slow up die whole 
machinery of government and armament at just the moment when 
stability of policy and continuity of authority are absolutely vital. In 
Europe a change of government means merely that a different set of 
ministers sit at the cabinet table while the rest of the machinery goes 
on unaltered, but here the shift of personnel is vast and^because of the 
two-month interval) the confusion is prolonged. We have a govern¬ 
ment and foreign policy which are known to the world; if we change 
the first the world will wonder whether it means changing the second 
too, and in the circumstances any change would be welcomed by Berlin 
and Tokyo, because nothing else could be worse from their points of 
view. Some of Willkie’s most eminent supporters have told me his 
election would mean a more moderate foreign policy — and that is 
‘ just what 1 think is most to be feared. I am sure the strengthening of 
the fleet at Pearl Harbor and the advice to Americans to leave the 
Orient greatly impressed Japan, and I fear that any moderation here 
•at this time would be very risky and would increase the chance of war. 

In comparison with these considerations, the T.V.A. seems to me 
trivial (though Wilikie in Oregon seemed to have changed his mind 
about the T.V.A., or at least about government sale of power); and 
the rest of the New Deal (which, so far I can make out, is mostly 
accepted by Wilikie) seems unimportant. These are things to be dealt 
with after the infinitely greater question of the survival of Britain and 
this cormtry is decided. Nothing else matters now. 

From Jan Smuts^ 

Union of South Africa, November 8,1940 

Please also accept my thanks for. your book The Epic of Afkeriea 
which I have been reading since its arrival last week with mi^ inter¬ 
est. It is a good story told wonderfully well, and I am gla^ou have 
given me the pleasure to read it. 

’ Prime Minister of the Union of South Africsu 
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We are passii^ dirough a most significant period of history, in vdiich 
a most determined attack is once more launched on the gr^t human 
values which have resulted from our phenomenal advance in the West 
and these values are being tested as never before. To an historian like 
you this era must therefore present outstanding interest. Perhaps your 
Epic of America may only be the forerunner of that Epic of the West,, 
which will tell the story of our Western Civilization since the founda¬ 
tions were laid by Athens and Rome and Jerusalem. 

From Allan Nevins 

' New York, November 12,1940 

We have moved from 147th Street out to Bronxville, at 122 Park 
Avenue; a delightful house, where we and the children are very happy. 

I work at home two days a week, and on the others can drive in to 
Columbia in about twenty-five minutes, so that the arrangement is 
quite convenient.. . . 

Now that the Rockefeller is out, 1 am working tooth and nail on 
Volumes I and II of my history of the United States from 1846, and 
I must say that it engrosses me more than anything I have ever under¬ 
taken. The Rockefeller sold, as Bill Howe probably told you, about 
6,000 sets before- publication, and seems to be going reasonably strong. ^ 
But as I labored like a dog on it for four years, and spent about $3,000 
of my own money in research, stenographic costs, verification, index¬ 
making, and so on, I am not likely to make more than poor days' wa^es 
on it. 

And what are you working on? I note that you stood with Willkie 
in the recent contest. If the election had concerned only domestic 
issues, I would have been strongly with you. But defeating Hitler is 
the first item on the road back to sanity and prosperity; and I could 
not stand the possibility that Hiram Johnson, Taft, Ham. Fish, and the 
other isolationists would take control in 1941 as the Lodge-Borah isola- 
tiemists took control in 1921. 

From Harold Callender 

Washington, January 12,1941 

Thanks very much for the excellent booklet on Britain; it ought to do 
tome good; there is plenty of room for enli^tenment on the subject 
Pm glad your friend Willkie showed more semse than Hoover or Lah- 
don; it was wise |rom the partisan point of view as well as hdlpful; fta 
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we’re in this thing and can’t crawl out.. We’re going to rescue an 
Empire that came near committing suidde; and dien I suppose we 
shall say the time has come to be nice to the poor Gennam after Hitler 
has cut his throat and the Germans put in another Prince Max and 
cry “Kamerad.” I greatly fear an outburst of human kindness, as be* 
fore; though what will happen in the next three months may serve to 
defer it — for they will be devilish months, and while 1 feel moderately 
hopeful, I admit I have misgivings about night bombing, ^;ainst which 
there is as yet virtually no defence, and about shipping and about 
appeasers here like Kemper, president of the Chamber of Commerce 
of the U.S., who seems to have leamt nothing about Hitler. I’m told 
that Wall Street is full of appeasement, and if that is so then here is 
another would-be suicide who must be saved from himself. These 
innocent business men imagine Hitler is a crusader for capitalism. It’s 
odd to find here the same 'arguments I heard in Holland, Belgium, 
Norway, Sweden and England a year ago. 

From Charles Moore^ 

Moorelands, Gig Harbor, Washington, March 2, 1941 

Here is a suggestion which possibly you can do something with. The 
pessimism which the acting Librarian of Congress and his ilk are boast¬ 
ing to have brought about was induced by The Education of Henry 
Adams and its vogue; by his history of the Jefferson and Madison 
administration, and by his letters. Their effect on historians came first; 
then the public took up the critical, deprecatory attitude. None with 
less ability could have exerted such influence. About 1907 I became 
acquainted with a Coolidge of Quincy, who told me he was attentive 
to Henry Adams’s sister. One afternoon he went to the Adams Imuse 
to ask her to go for a buggy-ride. She was not at home and he asked 
Henry, lately returned from London. Coolidge, by way of making 
conversation, said: “You must have met many interesting people in 
London. Gladstone, what did you think of him?” “CBi, he’s no good.” 
“How about Disraeli?” “Oh, he’s no good.” I iieard President Eliot 
tell of his last visit to Henry Adams. As he was going down the stairs 
H. A. called to him: “Charles, Brooks is the only one oi us who has 
got things right” “In which,” Dr. Eliot dryly renmrked, “undoubtedly 

' Chairman of the National Conmuiaion on Fiiw Arts 1915-37, acting chief of 
the Division of Manuscripts in the Library of Congress 1918-27; an eminent 
student of city planning; and author of biographies Charles H. Burnham and 
Charim Fotten McKim. 



283 


Selected Correspondence 


Brooks iivould agree.** '^Brooks,” H. A. continued, "says that this de¬ 
mocracy of ours is all a damned fraud.” "Such a statement coming 
frcnn the great-grandson of one President, the grandson of another, and 
the son of our most valuable statesman, were the saddest words I ever 
heard spoken.” The same Mr. CllooUdge told me he met Charles Francis 
Adams coming from the polls in Quincy. The old man was puszled. 
He had voted and yet had his ballot in his hand. The two returned and 
on investigation found that he had voted his laundry-list! 

I hope you are enjoying Connecticut life. One feels foolish trying to 
say anything of the European situation, it changes so fast. Moderately 
recent letters hnom Lord Chamwood^ tell of his son’s bringing his 
wotmded men out of France in the great escape, of Lady Chamwood, 
alone in her upper chamber and bedridden, b^g nearly thrown from 
her bed by a bomb. They are now in Sussex in "safe^,” and he is 
recovering from an attack that for a time paralyzed and blinded him. 
He could dictate and sign letters. 

From John A. Danaher* 

U.S. Senate, March 4, 1941 

I am sorry to be so delayed in acknowledging your letter of the 24th 
with your pamphlet "An American Looks at the British Empire.” The ' 
principle upon which this H.R. 1776’ isjt>ased is so startlingly new to 
American foreign policy that I simply cannot believe it tiiould pass. 
The Committee Report, and more particularly the background, clearly 
shows that it is intended to accept interpretations of obligations upon 
us by virtue of the Kellogg-Briand Pact, and thus to implement the 
Pact 1 believe the reasoning to be devious and unsoimd and definitely 
contrary to our understanding when we ratified the Pact in 1929. In 
addition, interminable commitments may flow from our recognizing by 
action under this bill (if it becomes law) in that, by our conduct, we 
will have reprinted to a beneficiary nation that we deem its defense 
"vital” to our defense. The bill does not adopt the word "material” 
nor refer to a nation with whom we have "sympathy,” it proceeds solely 
on the basis that defense of any such nation is deemed "rtfnf.” There¬ 
after, the whole action of our coimtry will depend solely and simply on 

* Godfrey Rathbone Betuon, first Baron Chamwood, best remembered for his 
admirable life of Abraham Lincoln (1916). 

* A graduate of Yale who was Republican Senator from Connecticut 1939-45, 
then being appointed by President Eisenhower to die Court of Appeals. 

'The Lend-Lease BUI. 
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what the President chooses to do in furtherance of the representation 
to any such beneiidary nation that we have found its defense vital to us. 

From Burton K. Wheeler^ 

Washington, March 6,1941 

You apparently have been listening to some propaganda to the effect 
that those of us who are opposing the bill are hUbustering, and if so 
you have been misinformed. No speech has been made on the floor of 
the Senate that has not beoi directly to the |x>int on this bill. The 
American people were led to believe that this was a defense bill. I chal¬ 
lenge you to read the bill and then say there is anything in it that is 
for the defense of the United States^ unless you consider that England, 
China, Greece amd any other country that the President may name, is 
our first line of defence. 

Secondly, the bill has been heralded as an “Aid to Britain” Bill. This 
is true, but it is much more than that. It is a bill to give to the Presi¬ 
dent dictatorial powers far beyond that ever given to any President of 
the United States. 

During my eighteen years in the Senate of the United States I know 
of no important legislation being defeated by filibuster. A filibuster is 
never effective except as a temptorary purpose toward the close of the 
sesrion. We could not defeat this bill by filibustering, and as far as I am 
concerned we are not going to try. We are goii^ to insist it be thor¬ 
oughly debated even though we may be in the minority. 

The propaganda and misrepresentations that were carried on at the 
outset of this debate, together with the general propaganda for war for 
months past, makes me feel that the bill should be thoroughly discussed. 
Hiere are vital questions of national and intemationsd policies involved 
as well as grave questions of constitutionality. 

To Winifred H. BonneW 

March 10,1941 

i 

I have been thinking over a great deal the question of the windows 
in the Washington Cathedral and have really devoted more time to it 
in cme way and another than I should have. . .. 

. I believe in the great plan which might be worked out for making 
tlie windows representative of the development of the best in America 

' Senator from Montana 1922-48, and a leading isolationist. 

* Of Ike National Cathedral Assoriadon. * 
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together with the Biblical story that the fundamental fact of our diver* 
sity of races or nationalities should find a place but I think the plan as 
outlined to me is too mechanical and individual. Because you have out¬ 
lined three personalities to each nation, I think you have already got 
into trouble. For example, you have given three Scandinavians, Leif 
Ericson, Gustavus Adolphus, and Swedenborg. I am speaking here only 
of the mechanical division of those who hav'e influenced America by 
nationality and not by th^ir importance. In my opinion although we 
have had many rabes in this country, the English race or British has 
been far more important in its influence than any other. They founded 
the United States and from them we inherit our law, political institu¬ 
tions, language, and literature, and the whole mold into whidh immi¬ 
grants of other races have had to fit themselves. Yet because of your 
division by nationalities you honor only three English as contrasted 
with three Scandinavians who were far less important or as contrasted 
with six French, counting the Huguenots as mainly French. As to the 
individuals chosen I will speak of them later but I am thinking here 
only in tenns of the general plan for the twenty-six windows. Your 
division is four-fold, first as to races or nationalities; second, listing 
great pathfinders; third, great rulers, and fourth, great leaden. 

I think that this hampen you in the choice of individuals, if you can 
have only so-many from each race and will tend to distort the picture 
of America as a whole as giving every race equal influence in the devel¬ 
opment of the America of today. Also as I wrote before I think it will 
make trouble for you as you go on if you are not going to continue 
this racial division. I say racial for convenience so as not to repeat na¬ 
tional each time. I do not see why we should start with it. You will 
have to consider many other races as they come into the American 
picture such as Irish, Scotch-Irish, Scotch, Germans, Italians, Poles, 
Jews, and nearly a score more. As a minor difficulty will ccune the 
' question of the Negro. What are you going to do with him if you show 
three Indians and no Negro? The Negroes number about thirteen 
million and by their labor, their contribution to our folk lore, our music, 
and in other ways have contributed much to American culture. . . . 

Coming to the English, I think as I have 9 aid above that we ought 
to have a great many more dian three, and even of the three you have 
chosen, I do not quite see the reason for William Penn. It b true that 
he founded Pennsylvania and on a liberal religious basb but 1 do not 
think that he was the most important fotinder of any colony etffier 
from the standpoint of founding the colony or of his religious views. 
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You know how much language and literature have to. do widi the 
building up of the ideology of any people and I would say that such 
Englishmen as WycUffe who first translated the Bible into English^ 
Shakespeare, or the translators of the King James Version of the Bible 
were all more important to us than Penn. The constant reading of 
Shakespeare and the Bible has been, of enormous influence for genera¬ 
tions in America. 


To Van Wyck Brooks 

Southport, March 21, 1941 
I have just finished reading your New England Indian Summer and 
1 want to congratulate you most heartily on it. It is a magnificent piece 
of work, and this is the first time in a long life and some twenty odd 
years of writing that I have written so to an author. I would like to 
have a talk with you about it some time and it has been a matter of 
regret to me that I have not seen you more frequently at the meetings 
of the Academy. ; . . 

Naturally I was intensely interested in all you had to say about Henry 
Adams and I am not sure whether or not you know the central tragedy 
of his life. I know that you say that his wife committed suicide, which 
of course is absolutely true, although the present head of the family, 
Charles Francis Adams, formerly Secretary of the Navy, denies it 
Although this fact is true, it does not explain all of Henry Adams in 
relation to his wife and in my little account of him, I did not mention 
even the suicide for reasons which 1 could give you in conversation, 
and because I did not do so, Alexander Woollcott in the New Yorker 
said that I might have refrained from doing so because of old fashioned 
gentility, but he thought it was **spinach.** The fact is that Woollcott 
did not know the whole story whereas I did, and it was a story .which 
could not be told in print but which 1 will tell you when we have a 
chance to have a chat again. 1 got it from my dear old friend, Worth¬ 
ington Ford, who was a friend of Henry Adams, and who died two 
weeks ago on the steamer returning to America, and also from Mrs. 
Don Cameron who, as you know, was Henry Adams’ best woman 
friend, and also from Lady Milnes Gaskell. I visited her in Wenlock 
Abbey and she insist«l that I nt in the chair diat Hairy Adams used 
to occupy across the fireplace from her and her hudiand in the old days, 
and she also told me the story. When we get together some day, I will 
tell it to you if you do not already know it 
1 would question vdiether Senator Lodge was wholly a “victim of a 
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day of small things.” In my opinion he was rather the small thing 
himself at the end of a great era in New England. He was like an 
apple which had gone bad because it had a wonn in its core. Several 
scholars have been asked to write his life said have declined wd like 
that of John Hancock, I doubt if it well be written. Nobody can write 
it without using the papers which the family possesses and if they use 
those papers, they are more or less bound not to paint the real man.... 

1 agree with you about Charming and his lack of interest in per¬ 
sonality. I recall one winter when 1 was doing research work in the 
Library of Congress, as I did for about fifteen years, I lunched with 
him every day and although he was doing research work for his history, 
he amazed me by saying that in all the years that he had spent in 
Washington, he had never gone out to Mt Vcmon to see how Wash¬ 
ington had lived, although he had written much about Washington. 

I note again that you say that Charles Francis Adams had imder- 
taken a dipl<nnatic history of the Civil War but it had never been com¬ 
pleted. In fact Adams wrote a three-volume life of his father who was 
the American Minister to England during the Civil War. He had as 
aid in one w>lume, my friend, Worthington Ford, and in the second 
volume. Professor E. D. Adams. The three volumes which cover the 
diplomatic history during the Civil War are finished and I believe are 
in manuscript form in the Massachusetts Historical Society Library, 
but E. D. Adams (who was no connection of the family any more than 
I am) wrote and published two volumes called “Great Britain and the 
American Civil War,” using a lot of the C. F. Adams* material. C. F. 
Adams, the younger, felt that the heart had been taken out of his own 
book and it has never been published. There was a considerable 
amount of bad feeling about all this which I need not go into but the 
C. F. Adams’ work b complete, although not published. 

From Senator Josiah JV. BdUey^ 

Washington, March 28,1941 

Let me say to you that on the evening in which the first Reconstruc¬ 
tion Finance Bill was passed in 1932, there were some of us who real¬ 
ized what it meant. The Government was throwing itself in between 
the people and the ^disasters of the depression. We knew that there 
would be no end to the process and that the Government itself would 
in all probability be consumed. It b a singular reflection that I was 

* A gradtiate of Wake Forest College in North Carolina and a resident of 
Raleigh, Bailey served in the United 8^tates Senate 1931-46. 
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rebuked by Senator Hugo Black for voting for the bill. I told him that 
I was voting for the bill understanding what it predicated. We had 
been informed by the White House that, unless the bill should pass, 
there would be an immediate collapse of enormous proportions. I was 
hoping to head off the collapse. We did postpone it, but that is all. 
Meantime, we had set a precedent which has plagued us ever since. 
Senator Black voted against the measure. It may be worth your wlule 
to know that Senator Robinson told me, with authority from the White 
House, that unless the bill should pass by midnight, the banks through¬ 
out the New York District would be closed the following morning at 
nine o’clock, and this, of course, would mean the closing of banks 
throughout our country. He told me that he had authority from the 
White House to say this and that he needed a few Democratic votes. 
Whoever writes the history of this era should get all the facts in con-' 
nection with that particular situation. Senator Reed of Pennsylvania 
knows the facts as he was actively in charge of the legislation and I 
think was acting on behalf of the White' House. His speech is in the 
Record. You may recall that at that time the Republicans were in 
power and that the number of Republican Senators and Democratic 
Senators were about equal. I had hoped that we might avert the 
disaster and then frame a policy, but the trut^ is we were framing the 
policy. Within a few weeks, 1 was receiving a flood of letters from 
North Carolina saying, “you have relieved the banks and the railroads 
and the insurance companies, now you must relieve the little people.” 

From Van, Wyck Brooks 

Westport, March 31,1941 

I have just come home after a winter in Washington and I find here 
your delightful letter. I regret so much not having seen you at th^ 
meetings and hope 1 can make up for this lost time soon. Naturally all 
you tell me is of the greatest interest to me. What a store of knowledge 
you have about all these writers, whom I have known only through the 
printed page; and you may imagine how eager I am to hear the story 
of Henry Adams. 1 supposed there were depths upon depths below all 
that had ever been published about him. Of course I had read your 
Adams Family and your life of Adams and I can well imagine that 
much could not be printed. The suicide was so bold a fact that I 

should not have mentioned it if die Um bad nnt 
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H. A. remains a semi>{»ivate person. This is only one of the most 
interesting points you raise, which I should be m happy to discuss with 
ymi. What an extraordinary tale about Edward Channing! — and 
about the incidents of dictation at H. G. Leach’s! 1 was also most 
interested to hear about the C. F. Adams history and to.read,your 
notes about Senator Lodge. When 1 suggested that he represent^ a 
“day of small thmgs/* I meant specifically in New England, It was a 
day of big dungs indeed for the nation at large, as you say; and one of 
my problems in my later chapters was to retain the regional note at a 
time when New England was merging in the nation. But I must not 
inflict upon you any more of my handwriting, which is not too clear! 

I only hope that I may soon have a chance to talk with you. Perhaps 
you are going to the Academy meetmg. on Monday, April 7th, and 
perhaps in any case you will let me drop in again some afternoon at 
Southport. In Washington I met Justice Roberts at dinner and he 
spoke of a delightful visit he had had with you. 

To the Saturday Review 

April 19,1941 

Recendy the world of American scholarship was shocked to learn of 
the sudden death at sea of one of its greatest figures, Mr. Worthington. 
Ford, cm the ship nn which he was escaping to America from France. 
“Escape” is not quite the word to use, for Mr. Ford, with his indomi* 
table coun^, never attempted to escape from anything, but at last the 
government had ordered all Americans out of that beleagured country. 
He had written to me from his home near Paris that by lack of proper 
coincidence of ngt and wars he had never seen one, and was determined 
to do so before it was too late. He was then eighty-two. Well, he saw 
one, and after the Germans had forced him with a suit-case from his 
‘^arm,” as he called it, to the Pyrenees, and thence to Marseilles, he 
obeyed government orders, and sailed. We were all looking forward to 
greeting him, but he did not reach America. For him it was not tragic. 
It was peace after a long and full life, a release from a world which was 
daily looming increasingly the negation of all he cared for. It is fit¬ 
ting, however, that the journal of American Letters should take space 
for an “Ave atque Vale” for a man who did so much for American 
intellectusd .life as did Worthington Ford. 

Those who loved him (as I did for twenty years), and they were 
almost all those who had known him, of all ages, retain a singularly 
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strong impression of him. He was a remarkable combination of a very 
great scholar, of a man of the world, of a Humanist to whom nothing 
human was alien, and above all of a great gentleman. A century and 
more ago, Emerson in his e^y on **The American Scholar,” sensing 
the growing disintegration of Man, in the Greek myth, into various^ 

■ functioned men, had written of them as being “minutely subdivided 
and peddled out, that is spilled into drops” by over-specialization.' A 
half century later, Gamaliel Bradford in his essay cm the same topic 
wrote that the scholar “soon becomes aware that other men regard him 
rather with respect than affection, and he schools himself to it.” 

Neither of these remarks, wise though their authors were, applied to, 
Ford. He never broke into drops “which caimot be gathered,” He re¬ 
mained in the Greek sense “the Man,” and did not suffer amputations 
from his learning. He faced and welcomed life from all its angles. He 
was not merely one of the greatest historical scholars America has pro¬ 
duced, who knew probably more about the manuscript sources than any 
other living when he died, and who in addition was a noted statisticdlan 
and economist, but he also knew his wines and their vinU^es, his food 
and where in the capitals of many countries to get it, his music and his 
theater. A younger man, like myself, could turn trustingly to him for 
advice on all these subjects, and delicate points of gentlemanly ethics 
as well, receiving ever the soundest advice, given with the affectionate 
interest of a father. 


* Last Labors to Make History Accessible 

Adams had the satisfaction, in his last years, of seeing the three useful 
reference works that he had planned brought to completion. The six- 
volume Dictionary of American History appeared in 1940, the Atlas of 
American History in 1943, and the four-volume Album of American 
History, a pictorial record, in 1948. No good reference library could do 
without the first, and few large libraries failed to acquire the others. 
While these were appearii^ his last interpretive study of thje American 
past was completed: The American (1943). Serenely busy, happy in 
his wife and home, and with many friends in easy reach, he devoted 
his leisure to the American Academy of Arts and Letters, the Bridge¬ 
port Savings Bank, the frontier museum he befriended in Soutii Dakota, 
and above all to reading. 


* kGitakenly publidied in the Saturday Review with word “over-ipeculaticxi.** 
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From Allan Nevins 

Columbia University 
September 15, 1942 

Hxis time I went to England to help the Board of Edification install 
more American studies; and in two months 1 was all over the island, 
from Fifeshire to Brighton and from Hull to Bristol. I spoke to thou¬ 
sands of teachers, and conferred with hundreds of education officers. 
Britain is stripped down to essentials, but they have organized their ser¬ 
vices so well that they have ample food and clothing. As one of the 
greatest armies in the world now lies in the island and grows greater 
every day, they are crowded; train travel is a nightmare, and I have 
had to sit in a bleak station till dawn because no hotel could take me in. 
Fuel is going to be short for domestic use this winter. But the British 
have not lost any of their confidence in victory. . . . 

From Lawrence Henry Gipson 

Lehigh University 
October 10, 1942 

First of all I want to tell you how happy I am that you are to re¬ 
view the new volume of my series. It has certainly been most hearten¬ 
ing/the way you have upheld my hands, in moving forward, in my 
rather ambitious undertaking. My books need every bit of favorable 
publicity that can honestly be given; the sale has been most disappoint¬ 
ing and I do not want my publisher to become discouraged. If I could 
get away from my work I should so much appreciate having the chance 
to discuss with you this vexing problem. Of course, I realize that only 
the more scholarly portion of the American public is interested in a 
rather detailed accoimt of the last twenty-five years of our colonial his¬ 
tory; but it seems as though we should be sufficiently matured as a 
nation to guarantee that the libraries of the country, by and large, 
would add the series. For 1 feel that it is a contribution of some im¬ 
portance which serious students should be anxious to consult. 

To Miss Felicia Geffen^ 

Southport, November 9,1942 

I am just writing so that you will have it on authority that it seems 
to me we could invest at lea^ $15,000 of our funds in the general ao 

* Assistant secretary-treasurer of the American Academy of Arts and Letters. 
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count e^>ectally with this last little thousand that has anne in from the 
mortgage of the lan^ under water. I would be willing to invest in 
either die insurance stock suggested by Oliphant or any other which 
they suggest as hrst class and trust that this time the Guaranty will not 
be hesitant I think with the litde increase, as I figure it, of $50 a year 
from the trust account in charge of the Bank of New York and the 
income received from our own savings, we ought to increase our income 
at least $600. Of course we cannot figure with common stocks on an 
absolutely certain income year in and year out but certainly all that we 
add helps to offset any declines and j^haps may have the good fortune 
to be a permanent increase. I may say that the Academy is the only 
institution that I know of living on endowments which is in the position 
of living way within its means, saving capital, and adding to income. 
The Massachusetts Historical Society wrote me there must be some 
magic in it. 


To Captain B. H. Liddell Hart^ 

Southport, December 18,1942 

I have your letter of November 23rd and it was very pleasant to hear 
from you again. As perhaps you know, we came home from London 
about six years ago and even then had to pay war risk insurance on my 
furniture only because of the mouthings of d’Annunzio when heSvas 
talking about sinking Malta below the seas. I am glad to have got all 
my belongings over here, especially as my library in which you visited 
me in London was blown to bits, but we do miss England. . . . 

As perhaps you know, although my family have been in America for 
300 years, owing to intermarriages in the last generation 1 have about 
as many first cousins among the English as I have among the Americans 
and on both sides they are very busy in this war. So far, the only cas* 
ualty has been a very nice young English cousin who died at Mombasa 
after three years’ hard fighting in Abyssinia without a scratch and 
another who is in a prison camp in Gennany. Another went through 
the evacuation of Dunkerque; another was on the Burma Road and is 
now In a hospital on the Tibet frontier waiting for an operation to try 
to bring together the'severed ulnar nerve of his arm and has just been 
awarded the Militsuy Cross by Britain; another is with the R.A.F. in 
North Africa. These are my kkxglish cousins. 

’Military Correspondent of the London Dotty Telegraph, 1925-35i of the 
London Times, and author of Scipio Africanus (1926), The Remaking of Mod¬ 
em Armies (1927), md Sherman (1950). 
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From Allan Nevins 

Columbia University 
March 5^ 194S 

I have delayed replying to your much-appreciated letter imtil I knew 
where I would be on the day you say you come to town, March 9th. 
Alas, it appears diat I shall have to go to Washington again. As you 
probably don’t know, I have for quite a long time now been spending 
two days a week working for the OWL It is almost incredible to me, 
and would be quite incredible to anyone else, how much this messes 
up my working time. Partly, of course, my work suffers from the fact 
that I usually come home exhausted, for travel is difficult these days. 
But just try giving two-sevenths of your week away, and you will be 
astonished how you are crowded in the remainder. 

Will Howe had told me that your new book is done, and I congratu¬ 
late you on it. I am sure that it will be one of the books of the ^ear. 
But I had not heard about the Atlas. That is well worth getting out. 
I cannot tell you how many historical workers have expressed to me 
their appreciation of the Cyclopaedia. In England last summer I found 
a few people with sets — Dennis Brogan, for example; and they said it 
is indispensable. I use my own set constantly. It is too expensive; I 
wish that Scribner’s could have sold it for half the price; but you did 
a most useful piece of work on that opus. 

I hammer away at my long history, and will in time have two vol¬ 
umes finished. Meanwhile, I am like you in having to do a lot of odd 
jobs. But I have ceased to let myself be dragged out for public speak¬ 
ing. After both my trips to England I was beset by invitations that 
1 could not well refuse, and I no doubt reached a good many people 
in a useful way by my voice. Apart from the O.W.I., I give some 
time to the Writers’ War Board, and to the newly projected magazine 
Transatlantic. . . . 

My brother is in North Africa, and is a brigadier-general. For a time 
he was civil administrator of Oran — till they handed over to the 
French there. Now he is with the staff in Algiers — that is, with Eisen¬ 
hower’s staff. 


From James A. Van Kirk^ 

Mitchell, So. Dakota, 
March 17, 1943 

May I express our very great appreciation of your gift of the Geoige 
’ Supervising Director, Frwnds of the Middle Border. 
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H. Wright etching, Back to Earthf and the other four pictures which 
have arrived this week? 

Your letter of March 8 interests us very much indeed. Among the 
more important acquisitions of Friends of the Middle Border are a 
salon-sized oil, Dakota Woman, by Harvey Dunn, the gift of the artist 
— this painting is insured for $3000—; the plaster cast of Pioneer 
Mother by Nancy Coonsman Hahn, a ^permanent loan’ by the artist — 
this is the original of a piece in Forest Park, St. Louis, and is a gift in 
all but name—; the Coursey Collection of Dakota Literature, a gift 
from Major O. W. Coursey of Mitchell of some 3(K) books on Dakota 
and by Dakota authors — this gift forms the nucleus of our regional 
literature collection—; the manuscripts of Stewart Edward White’s 
The Westerners and The Claim Jumpers, of Horace Cramer’s Marginal 
JLand, and of McGUlycuddy, Agent by Julia B. McGillycuddy; a group 
of long-hand manuscript pages by Hamlin Garland, a number of his 
photographs, an Indian beaded letter-holder from his study, and two 
portraits of Hamlin Garland by his daughter, Constance Garland 
Harper, all the gifts of Mrs. Harper — Hamlin Garland was one of the 
incorporators of Friends of the Middle Border. 

• To Miss Felicia Geffen 

Southport, May 21, 1945 

I wonder whether anything has been done about the membership of 
Ezra Pound^ as a member of the Institute. Perhaps improperly, al¬ 
though I am a member of the Institute, I think constantly in terms of 
the Academy but still it does grate a little on me when a man who has 
been indicted as a traitor by the United States government can still be. 
a member of the Institute. He has now been captured jand in due 
course will be tried and perhaps killed. He is one of those Americans 
who have lived their lives in Paris and gone rotten at the core. As a 
matter of fact, if you will think it over, Paris is a tremendoiuly stimu¬ 
lating place for awhile but sooner or later you have to get away or you 
too go rotten. Think of a few of the men who have been members of 

’ Pound, whole eminence as a poet was unquestioned, and who had been a 
leader of international distincdon in the movements called inu^sm and vorti- 
cism, had resided in Italy from 1924 onward. He had used the radio to broad¬ 
cast Fascist doctrine to America during the Second World War, had been 
indicted for treason, and was broue^t to the United States after the defeat of 
Mussolini. He was pronounced insane by a federal tribunal, and committed to a 
federal hospitaL The Institute dropped Mm from its rolls. 
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the Institute or the Academy such as my cousin, Edwin Abbey, Whistler, 
Henry James, and others in Arts and Letters, who have got all they 
could from Paris and then have gone either to London or returned. 
I only know one who has stayed in France and she came to America 
frequently, Edith Wharton, who maintained what I think is complete 
sanity. Pound went crazy as to America and so did a good many others. 
Possibly it is better that we should not attempt to prejudge the case 
which will undoubtedly be decided by the courts now that Pound is in 
custody under a charge of treason, but it does annoy me to have a 
fellow like that a member of the Institute. 

To Allan Nevins 

Southport, September 25,1945 

I still have three downs — your friend, Franklin, Hirohito, and the 
C.l.O. I think before the disappearance of Franklin, you had changed 
your views a bit but I also think you came back and changed them 
again, so I do not know how you feel about him, and as a young and 
very progressive thinking man, you may like the G.I.O. 1 am a thor¬ 
ough good Tory. 1 would like to drink six bottles of port after supper 
and damn the Liberal Party and so to bed! I used to think I was a 
Liberal but as I see some of these youngsters now getting hold of the^ 
magazines which used to be Liberal and satisfying to me, I don’t know 
where I stand. I was speaking to a Catholic here, the other day, and 
said I did not know just what 1 had done because one of his church 
papers had given me an awful lambasting whereas the Catholics had 
always treated me with great courtesy including the Archbishop who 
always put me on his list of recommended books for last year. The 
I>aper was the Commonweal and when I told the Catholic professor 
what the paper was, his answer was, "Don’t mind that, it has changed 
hands and has gone over to the control of a lot of young men who 
believe they are very advanced thinkers.” I don’t know whether 1 am 
advanced or completely in reverse but there is something that does not 
jibe between myself and a lot of the so-called Liberals of today. 

To Leland Case^ Rotarian^ 

May 13,1946 

1 think something could be made d your idea as to the American 
Dream being translated into international affairs. Without trying to 

* Dean at Dakota Wesleyan. 



James Trmlovu Adams 


296 


outline it now, I just suggest one or two ideas that come to mind. One 
is that America has always been a land of dreams in spite of the fact 
that Ellery Sedgwick said that I could not call my **Epic of America,” 
“The American Dream” as I wanted to. His objection was that no 
red-blooded American would pay $3.50 for a dream. Red-blooded 
Americans have always been willing to gamble their last peso on a 
dream and the one phrase from my whole book which has become 
journalese is “the American dream.” I could say something about that 
quite briefly in rehearsing what I mean by it. I could also emphasize 
the part which the empty land and the frontier played in building up 
that dream which would fit in with your San Francisco meeting. J 
could even say something about the starting of San Francisco and the 
prices which the ordinary person got there for all sorts of things includ¬ 
ing $50 for a cat to kill rats, and $1.00 a newspaper, and so on. In 
other words, there has been the empty land which made opportunity 
and the various factors making for tremendous rise in prices which also 
made opportimity. 

Now the land both in the United States and more or less throughout 
the world is fairly well taken up. There is not much empty land left 
but there is the new frontier of science. This, however, is a different 
frontier and includes an industrial civilization with a lai^e population 
'in proportion to the land and so on. But there is another point — one 
thing which has made America so different from Europe although we 
are made up of perhaps eighty different races, has been the way in 
which we have had to get along together. In other words, the Euro¬ 
pean nations from little ones like Belgium and others are still living on 
a thousand centuries or more of history and hatred with their neighbors. 
We have been able to get along in America with all of our neighbors of 
all colors and all races because in part, we were not a nation based 
upon long historical past with the hatred and all that came with it, but 
a nation that was based on people who lived together, with die same 
dream and the same way of life. 

Now that has a little to do with the peace of the modem world pos¬ 
sibly. I personally like differentiation. If I had lived 100 years ago, I 
would have liked to have been able to go to Cairo and see one kind of 
architecture and civilizsttion, or to Tokyo and seen another, or to one 
of the Chinese cities and seen another. Just because I am so strongly 
individualist, it rather annoys me to sec pictures of modem Japanese, 
Chinese, and other cities which loc^ very much like Times Square, with 
skyscrapers and all the rest It is no more of what one dreams of in 
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Tc^yo or Hongkong or Calcutta than Canal Street in New Orteans is 
like the old Canal Street of 100 years ago. Canal Street in New Or¬ 
leans today might just as well be 6th Avenue in New York. Neverthe¬ 
less, all these things do in a way bring people together. They make 
them have- the same ideas, the same desires. A Japanese woman of high 
caste and high rank in society who fifty years had her beautiful 
Japanese silks, might have nothing in common with her Parisian sister 
who had a gown of satin, but now they are all dressing alike, they may 
begin to think a little more alike. In a way this is a pity but it also 
may make somewhat toward peace eventually. 

T0 Bob Hdnl 

Dec. 5,1946 

I have done a good deal of historical wTiting and editing and would 
be glad to help you in any way that 1 could but most of my work has 
been quite different from yours. I may say that in many cases, the 
approach and technique have liad to be different. I have never had a 
research assistant for all the 40 or 50 volumes I have written or edited 
and so cannot be too helpful to you from that angle but I would like 
to say one or two things so that you can turn them over in your mind 
and we would be more prepared to talk in the comparatively short time 
which unfortunately we shall have together. 

I think every historian and writer develops his own technique. For 
many of my books, I worked as follows. I had a fairly large library of 
American history at my place on the east end of Long Island. When I 
decided to write on a certain subject as, for example, my 3-volume 
history of New England, what I did was to go through all the books 
which I had which in any wav related to what 1 had to do. Speaking 
purely technically, what I did was to take an ordinary sheet of typing 
paper 8x11, fold it four times and split it into four slips. I would then 
go through such books as I had on my shelves and putting at the head 
of each slip the name of the book and as I went through it, put on my 
slip line by line, the page and the tofnc which 1 [thought] would interest 
me perhaps when I came to it in my writing and then put that into the 
volume. 1 also kept track of the bibliographies at the bottcon of the 
pages at the back of the volume, and also the bibliographies as pub¬ 
lished by the American Historical Association. I would buy special sets 
of expensive volumes 1 thought I might have to use constantly from my 
friend, Everitt in New York, with the .understanding that I could return 
them to hhn when I got through for 80% of what the)* cost — in other 
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words, 1 rented them for 20% of their market value. This saved me a 
lot of trouble and gave me material always on my shelves until 1 got 
through with that particular volume. There were also a great many 
rare volumes which I could not afford to buy even if they were in the 
market, and old newspapers and so on, which 1 would consult at the 
Library of Congress in the three or four months which at that time I 
regularly spent in Washington. I would go to Washington with perhaps 
a list of 900 books to look at. I had the run of the Library and going 
through the shelves could tell at a glance that some book which I had 
on my list was of no use, and put it back, and others I found might 
take me two or three days to make notes on. Hiere were also the news¬ 
papers and the maps. These notes I made on separate slips for each 
topic which is important, and I sometimes came back from my stay in 
Washington with 2,000 slips of notes. Then back at my home I would 
take those slips from Washington and the New York slips which I had 
in the volumes in my own library and put them all together. It was 
obvious that a good many referred to matters which would only come 
in the later chapters of the book and others in the earlier. 1 would 
separate these more or less and then as I started a chapter, I would go 
to all my slips that belonged to that period and look up my references 
and notes. That is the way I built up a good deal. 

Those were the three narrative volumes of the History of New En¬ 
gland. I had about 100 volumes of early Colonial records such as 
Plymouth, Massachusetts. Rhode Island, Vermont, and so on in my 
library. 

On the other hand, I had to interrupt this work on account of con¬ 
tracts to do the volume which I did for the 12 volume History of the 
United States published by Macmillan which was all social and eco¬ 
nomic, with no military or political history interwoven. This meant a 
lot of newspaper work. Speaking of not having had a research assistant, 
I may say that wanting to go through twenty years of the Maryland 
Gazette, I went to Annapolis and stayed two weeks, and read 2,000 
issues of the Gazette. Of course, I could have told some girl or young 
man to do it for me and to give me what they thought the most impor¬ 
tant items on slavery, political relations of the colony to England and 
so on. However, it certainly paid me to do all the work myself. Read¬ 
ing those twenty years of the Gazette veetk by week as it came out^ 1 
lived in Maryland from 1730 to 1750 and I got a great many items 
that probably a research assistant would not have got and also a great 
many things that I would not have asked a research assistant to look 



299 


Selected Correspondence 


for. Finally, I also lived myself into that period in a way in whidh I 
could not have dom if someone had simply sent me a bunch of notm 
on certain-topics. 


To Alfred C.HoweU^ 

Southport, December 17,1946 

* 

It was very pleasant to hear from you again and I wish diat I might 
see you and also your new office. Unfortunately, I rarely go to New 
Yoz^ and have been there only four times this year, the last time not 
below 155th Street Possibly I diall do better in the coming year. You 
say that you have almost retired. I have completely retired and refuse 
to do practically any writing whatever, no magazine articles, no more 
books, and only a little editorial work. Between my age and I am now 
in my 69th year and the fact that with a 60-65% income tax, and a 
35-40% inheritance tax, I really cannot make any money either for 
myself or my wife, there is no sense in keeping on longer. I have said 
what 1 could about American life and America and 1 have seen so 
many writers and historians keep on writing too long because perhaps 
they hsul to pay the butcher and grocer or because they could not live 
without seeing their names in the paper, ruin their reputations that I 
think I am rather sensible to know when to stop, and I have. I wanted , 
to choMe the right date so 1 quit on Labor Day in September. You had 
better quit also because you have lived a long and full life, and what is 
the use. I do not know what your work or hours may be but for the 
last two years, the summer neighbor across the street who sublets the 
house of friends of ours for the summer months, and is vice-president 
oi the Central Hanover Bank and Trust Company, leaves here at 7:15 
in fhe morning and does not get home to dinner until after 7 in the 
evening. I asked him one day last summer what the heck was the use 
of beii^ vice-president of the Central Hanover at his age and living 
that kind of life. He told me he was beginning to think very seriously 
about it himself and he didn’t see any particular use. 

Sincerely yours, 
JTA 

You may, or may no^ know that 1 increased the *'Open F\md” of the 
Acattesny m die Giuuanty by $182,000 this year. Not bad for cadied in 
profits savingsl The other funds are in legab and do not sdk>w 
mudi toun weak. 

* Of the Oiuuastty Trait Co., New York City. 
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To AUan Nevins 

Southport, December 17,1946 
You have evidently been doing things but I have not the faintest 
idea of \^iat you were domg all summer in the American Embassy in 
London. I know Uk govenunent sent you to Australia and diat you 
would have gone on to New Zealand and South Africa if you had not 
jumped off the stone wall or whatever it was. I probably should know 
what you were doing in London but I do not, but congratulate you 
on your having had a very interesting experience diere, as you say, with 
Harriman. I knew, of course, of your winning the $10,000 prize and 
that you had these two volumes coming out with Scribner’s whidi'I 
shall be very glad to look at when they appear,^ although I am not 
doing very much reading now. I am quite a bit older than you and 
cannot any longer keep up the pace which you set as to work. In fact, 
I quit completely in September and except for cleaning up a certain 
amount of editorial jobs, I am not going to write any more. . . . 

I think I am making a record for a New Yorker and a suburbanite. 

I have not been on the New Haven railroad now for more than two 

^ _ 

years nor in the subway in New York for fifteen years. The record is 
getting to be really almost too precious to break and I am vary com¬ 
fortable out here although I do miss seeing people in New York. I was 
at the meeting of the Academy and Institute and missed you there 
although fortunately not for the same reason that I missed a number 
of others like Charles Dana Gibson, Clayton Hamilton, Billy [William 
Lyon] Phelps, Arthur Train, and Steve [Stephen Vincent] Ben6t, who 
have passed on. In addition there were a number who always used to 
come like Herbert Putnam and old Mather,* who was something of a 
bore, but an accustomed fixture, so that the meetings are becoming 
quite different frcnn what they used to be. 

To AUan Nevins 

Southport, January 14,1947 
What you say about England is just what I get, except that those whq 
write to me from there are not so keen about the Labor goyemment as 
you report them to be. 1 get in my mail a great deal of cridcismt 
You ask why 1 have stopped writing. It is partly because I am get- 

’ Ordeal of the Union, which was awarded the Scribner CSenteaary Pria^ 

* Frank Jewett Madier (1865*1953), the Marquand Professor of Art in Prince¬ 
ton University, sometime sut critic of die New York Etfemng Postj, and auUtbr 
of ia^iortant b^ks on art. 
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ting old and ivill be 69 this year and am tired and have watched other 
men Jilis Charles A.*Beard and otiien write too long and I think it 
well to stop while I still have some reputation. I have to write an 
additional chapter every year for the so-icalled “subscription edition” of 
my March of Democracy for the loose-leaf volumes. I get cuily $500 
for the chapter but I have to clip papers all duiii^ the year and it 
gives me something to do, arid the sales are sdx>ut $1500 a year more, 
so 1 shall keep that up, but 1 cannot see myself jfacing the beginning of 
writing a whole new book. I am willing to build a chicken coop but 
not plan a large building. 

I would like very much to see you and in regard to the last point 
that you bring up, I am going to talk to my lawyer. I think you are 
right, that I should begin to think about a literary executor, although 
I have never drought of myself particularly as a literary man. In spite 
of the miiumerable- letters which 1 have tom up and thrown into the 
scrap basket, there are, however, some 25 tiling cases or so of letters 
which 1 have felt were important enough to keep. . . 

As to writing my life, I do not think it will be worth writing, but 1 
am at present dictating a 150-page account of my family for several 
himdred years. 

To Rabin Aaronsohn* 

Southport, May 5, 1947 

Although I had expected to only skim your book, which was one of 
many which are sent to me by authors or publishers, I read every word 
of it. It is an extremely moving book — in fact, so moving, that it is 
hard to speak of it adequately. The style is good and carries the reader 
along <m an easy flow of a most interesting narrative, which incidentally, 
is one of die best accounts of one of the racial and cultural factonr 
which have helped to make the America I love. In a previous letter, 
I said 1 judged the book was autdiiiognqibical, and if it is so throi^;h- 
ott^ 1 was pamed to ccnne to the account of your wounding and the loss 
kA your eyea^ht. If duU be true, what a glorious career you have run! 
I win not xntnule myself upon you widi the praise of an outsider but 
shsdl merely say that your whole career has been remarkable, and one 
in which not only you, but ycnxr fellow rdigionists and aU good Ameri- 
cims can share in die pride. 

* This was an ovmtiUement; hat these litters were broui^t by the editor of 
dds voluSDie to Coluodm Univnsity, where foany nune were added to dwm. 

* Rabbi Midtael Aaraasofan of Ciftcinnati, jOhio. 
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Our background has been different, but as I read along, X was struck 
by s(»ne coincidoices. You speak of having started on $330 a week. 
That is exactly what I got when I started, after I had a degree of 
Bachelor of Arts from the Brooklyn Polytechnic and a Master of Arts 
from Yale, but I learned a lot in die job I had, as you did. Also, it was 
for me luncheon money, because my father althor^h not rich, was 
comfortably off, and I did not have to help the family. Another coin* 
cidence was that we were both in World War I, and while you had 
trouble in passing the physical examinations, 1 did also. 1 was then 
forty and of course 'many years over draft age with a somewhat bad 
heart. I wwted to get into the chemical warfare division but ended up 
in the Intelligence, working on my specialty of maps and at the ‘Peace 
Conference, had charge of all the confidential maps on which die new 
boundaries were being drawn. Another coincidence, although it turned 
out more happily for me than unfortunately for you, was that when 
living in London for a few years, I had an accident which the doctors 
thought had blinded'me. I had not then written the Epic of America 
or some other of my more important and most profitable books, and if 
my eyesight had not been restored, it would have been quite a different 
life for my young wife, who is twenty years younger than I, and myself 
ever since. Whether I would have had your courage or not, I do not 
know. 

I had not meant to ask you to re-write your views as to Zionism but 
merely wished that I might perhaps use your letter which is a most 
interesting one if you did not object. I have never been a literary' 
s^ent and have never employed one myself, and this year have stopped 
all writing completely. It is possible that I might ^t one magazine or 
another to publish an article of perhaps 2,000 words or more from you 
but do not want to bother you to do it and do not wish to involve you 
in what has become an extremely emotional situation. As your view is 
rather different from that of Rabbi Wise and some others and of coarse 
from the revolutionary movement in Palestine which I fear is hurting 
the cause'of the Jews everywhere, it is possible that the Atlantic Monthly 
or Harper^s Monthly might be glad of an article unless it is now too 
late, owing to the fact that the matter is up with the United Kaltions. 

I would be glad to have your permission to show a copy of yoiir letter 
to some people including possibly President Truman. Hie whole matter 
makes me exceedingly depressed because many people who were not 
anti-Semitic before, do ImI that the Ironists in the Holy land are dmng 
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things which they simply cannot approve of and that if they are go¬ 
ing that way there, they might elsewhere. The whole situation is bad 
and requires the most careful handling and the most wise writing on 
both sides. 
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